STUNNING NEW SERIES 





} 
MICHAEL 





AT OPPOSITE POLES 
OF TIME AND SPACE 


A freak Space Warp sends Koenig’s Eagle ship hurtling into the unknown, 
leaving the Moon Base light years behind... 


The Commander is confronted with a bevy of sadistic beauties out for more 
than his skin... 


Back on the Moon Maya’s overloaded mind wreaks havoc amongst the 
Alphans. In the throes of a psycho-molecular breakdown, she unleashes a 
succession of hideous monsters to rampage across the Base... 


Then the Psychon’s salvation arrives but Dorzak is the prisoner of Space 
goddess Sahala, and Carter is under her spell... 


SPACE: 1999 
THE TIME FIGHTERS 


A Star Original 


Carter’s image on the screen vibrated alarmingly and his mouth fell slack as 
though he were trying to speak. But his words were drowned out in a 
cacophony of shrieks and screams of terror which came over the 
loudspeaker. 


Helena shrank away in fear as the walls and floor continued to shake. The 
beds and instruments in the Medical Centre seemed to tilt and run together, 
and she lost her orientation and crumpled to the floor. From somewhere 
among the chaotic scene Ben Vincent loomed over her, staggering about. 
Screaming and shouting, he too finally fell out of her view. 


Not only the Medical Centre was vibrating; the entire Base was. It was 
shaking apart... 


Michael Butterworth 


SPACE 1999 
THE TIME FIGHTERS 





A STAR BOOK 
published by 
the Paperback Division of 
W.H. ALLEN & Co. Ltd. 


A Star Book 
Published in 1977 
by the Paperback Division of 
W. H. Allen & Co. Ltd 
A Howard and Wyndham Company 
123 King Street, London W6 9JG 


Copyright © ITC — Incorporated Television Company Ltd 
This novelization copyright © Michael Butterworth 1977 
Jacket and illustrations courtesy of ITC 


Printed in Great Britain by 
Cox & Wyman Ltd., London, Reading and Fakenham 


ISBN 0 352 39607 5 


This book is sold subject to the condition that it shall not, by way of trade or otherwise, be lent, re- 
sold, hired out or otherwise circulated without the publisher’s prior consent in any form of binding or 
cover other than that in which it is published and without a similar condition including this condition 

being imposed on the subsequent purchaser. 


CHAPTER ONE 


A pale grey space ship hung in the star-massed gulf that surrounded the 
Moon. 

Its tender skin was ruptured and torn — jagged petals of metal burst out all 
over it like macabre flowers blossoming in the wan light. 

It seemed to hang perfectly motionless in the maze of stars, yet in fact it 
hurtled through space as fast as the Runaway Moon. It was a victim of the 
lone, killing meteorites and the tenfold other perils that lay in its path. 

It had appeared mysteriously from out of nowhere. The Alphan Base of 
the lunar surface had scanned only the cold, imperceptible passage of the 
stars and the swirling banks of elemental gasses and dust. Abruptly its 
sensors had picked up the UFO. The sighting had taken the stranded Alphan 
population completely by surprise. John Koenig, Commander of the Base, 
and Tony Verdeschi, Security Chief, had mounted an immediate expedition 
to discover the secret of the strange craft. 

The wreck hung in front of their Eagle Ship, its wounds of unknown 
battle gaping obscenely at them. There was no life on board — the remote- 
controlled Alphan probes, sensitive to the bioplasmic auras that surround 
living matter had told them this. It offered them no apparent threat, yet... it 
had to be explored. Its question had to be answered. Perhaps in its lifeless, 
secret heart lay the mystery of intergalactic travel — the technology that 
would enable them to return to their beloved Earth. Perhaps the dead ship 
was from Earth. Perhaps... 

It had lain in space for centuries; this much at least was apparent. 
Whoever had manned it had perished centuries ago. But Time meant 
nothing to those who possessed the knowledge of star travel. A million, 
billion years could elapse; Earth could have died a thousand times; it would 
still be possible to return. 

Koenig felt his blood quicken with hope — and worry — as they drew 
close to it and he prepared to give the order to dock. He glanced 
questioningly at Tony Verdeschi, the only Alphan other than himself whose 
life he had risked on the mission. The Security Chief looked tense. He had 


his fair share of personal problems right now, and this was partly why he 
had been chosen. Maya, his girlfriend and the Moon Base’s Scientific 
Officer, had fallen critically ill some days ago and so far she showed no 
sign of recovery. He had been grief stricken and he needed to do something 
to take his mind off her. Koenig had also chosen him because his particular 
skills were indispensable on such a potentially dangerous mission. 

“We’re steady,’ Verdeschi told him in response to his gaze. He read from 
a panel of instruments in front of his control seat. ‘We’re armed to the teeth 
and all our guns are trained on it, just in case.’ He smiled sardonically. ‘But 
we can’t do anything about the possibility of an unstable Time Warp.’ 

Koenig nodded grimly. The dark-haired Italian could be relied upon to 
operate accurately and sensibly. The worrying factor wasn’t him. It wasn’t 
even the hypothetical electronic antagonist that might lurk on board the 
derelict. The worry was that if they weren’t careful or lucky, they could 
easily find themselves disappearing through the freak temporal crack that 
must have ejected the UFO. 

Time Warps weren’t uncommon along the celestial highways and 
byways. The continuous formation of anti-matter super stars — the so-called 
Black Holes — resulted in many such compensatory disruptions in the 
normally stable Space/Time mesh. The good thing was that the Universe 
was so vast, and Mankind so infinitesimal by comparison, that the 
likelihood of direct encounters with such faults was thankfully low. 
Nevertheless, the Moon Base had encountered its fair share since being 
ripped from Earth orbit in A.D. 1999. 

If they and their ship were unlucky enough to encounter a Time Warp 
head on, then they would have no protection against being flung through the 
fault into another Time, perhaps even into another Universe, and separated 
forever from their fellow Human Beings on the Moon. 

The wreck drifted closer. Its image of loneliness and desolation filled the 
Eagle’s tiny video screen. The reassuring banks of humming, clicking 
equipment that crowded round about the two pilots supplied no solace now 
to the haunting thoughts of Death that they could not keep from creeping 
into their minds. 


Inside the Psychon woman’s head, the tragedy had already occurred. 


Time had become mixed up. 

Memories had become realities as she plunged through the psychic Time 
Warp that had suddenly consumed her. Now she was lost in the Past, 
unaware that she had ever led any other existence. 

Her mind had stuck at the time she had been wrenched from her home 
planet. 

It had returned her to her last memories of Mentor, her father, and the 
dead world of her ancestors that he had so desperately tried to re-create. She 
had been unwittingly instrumental in helping him to steal the lives of other 
beings from other worlds that he and his bio-machine had needed to 
complete his self-assigned task. 

He had intended only good... 

Then Koenig and the Alphans came. Mentor had drawn them into his trap 
and tried to use them also in his well-intending, misguided scheme. But the 
Alphans had been too clever. They had outwitted him and revealed to her 
the awful truth about her own father. 

Her father had been mad... 

She could no longer be taken in by his deceitful tales that the Life Force 
that he stole was given willingly by the beings who owned it for the glory 
of Psychon.. 

She had been brought roughly out of her sheltered childhood that her 
father had provided for her. The Alphans had destroyed her father’s dreams. 
They had destroyed the machine that he had given his own life to build — 
the machine that was to resurrect Psychon. 

And the planet had begun to boil... 

Then it had begun to explode, unable to exist now that the machinery that 
had held it together had been damaged... 

Boiling flows of lava ran down from the barren mountain slopes. Gaping 
cracks appeared in the planet’s crust as the fearful plasma beneath had 
forced its way up and the cleansing, flickering tongues of flame had snaked 
evilly out... 

She screamed. 

Her innocence had gone. 

The monster that had lurked in her childhood had appeared and it had 
begun to devour her father... 


‘No, father, don’t do it!’ She shook her head from side to side on the sweat- 
soaked pillow. 

At her bedside stood the unhappy figures of Dr Helena Russell and Dr 
Ben Vincent. 

Helena looked anguished. ‘Every time I try some new medication, she 
gets delirious. I can’t understand it.’ She reached down and put her hand on 
Maya’s forehead. ‘She’s completely gone to the world. She doesn’t know 
we're here... she doesn’t know anything except that...’ She broke off as a 
sudden thought occurred to her. ‘Maybe that’s it; maybe her mind never 
came to terms with what happened to her... maybe it has to relive it...’ 

She withdrew her hand and looked despairingly at her second-in- 
command. 

Ben Vincent shook his head, equally at a loss to explain. They had tried 
everything. They had gone over every possible diagnosis. Nothing seemed 
to fit. 

The truth was, despite the fact that Maya had been with them for well 
over a year, they still knew next to nothing about her miraculous body, least 
of all how to mend it. Maya had never once suffered anything more serious 
than a mild Psychon equivalent of a Human’s common cold. 

They could only stare in frustration at the deranged patient who lay in 
front of them. 

“We’ve got to leave Psychon, father...!’ she moaned. ‘We can‘ stay 
here... the planet is boiling...’ Her forehead creased into lines of acute 
anxiety. ‘It’s going to explode!’ she shrieked. ‘COME WITH ME! DON’T 
STAY!’ 

She rolled violently about in the bed, throwing off the covers. Helena was 
galvanized into action and reached down to her again. She gripped her 
shoulders. ‘Maya, it’s all right... Ssh, it’s all right, Maya.’ 

The distressed figure took no notice. 

‘It’s no use,’ Ben Vincent commented. ‘She can’t hear you. She...’ He 
broke off suddenly, noticing a change that had taken place in Maya’s eyes. 
Instead of staring feverishly and sightlessly out at them, they were now 
flickering madly around the Medical Centre. She had stopped crying out 
and the grip of the delirium seemed to be abating. 

‘She’s coming round...!’ Helena shouted, overjoyed. ‘After three days 
she’s coming round! It’s the first sign we’ve had that she can be cured...’ 


Maya looked glassily up at them, her skin pale and drawn, her lips dried 
with foam. She shuddered. ‘I’ve had such terrible visions...” she whispered. 
They bent down to catch her words. ‘... flames...’ 

‘It’s all right now, you’re all right,’ Ben Vincent said reassuringly to her. 
“We’ll soon have you round. You’ve got a very high fever,’ he added, 
seeing that she was struggling to understand what had happened to her. 
“You’ll be all right as soon as we can bring it down. Is there anything you 
want?’ 

Her eyes closed with exhaustion. Her mouth opened slowly. ‘I’m 
afraid...’ she said, scarcely audible. She clutched at Helena. ‘I’m afraid, 
Helena. Where’s Tony... I want Tony...” Her head lolled to one side and her 
eyes closed. 

Helena squeezed her. ‘He’ll be back soon, don’t worry.’ 

The figure went completely still. 

‘She’s asleep, thank God,’ Helena said, rising. She turned to Vincent. 
‘Ben, I’m worried too... about Koenig and Verdeschi. Something’s wrong...’ 

She moved falteringly towards the Medical Centre monitor and touched a 
button. Instinct told her that in some yet-to-be discovered way, Maya’s 
illness was not just illness. 

Alan Carter’s cheerful features immediately appeared on the screen. One 
of the key Eagle Pilots, he was at present working on the ground, helping to 
monitor the Survey Eagle. At the back of him was the out-of-focus blur of 
the computer banks in the Command Centre. His friendly grin vanished and 
he frowned when he saw the Doctor’s distress. 

‘Everything okay?’ he asked. 

She shook her head. ‘Maya’s just the same. Alan, would you contact 
Eagle One? Ask them to return as soon as possible. I’m worried about 
Maya.’ 

He nodded. ‘Will do...’ He turned off-screen to give orders to Sahn, one 
of the Alphan Computer Operators, but he kept the channel with Helena 
open, sensing that she needed to be kept linked-in. ‘Sahn, would you get 
Eagle One on the Big Screen and open a channel.’ 

Helena waited tensely, listening to the tinny voices of the Command 
Centre personnel in the background off-screen, doing her bidding. 
Eventually she heard Sahn’s voice. They were making contact. 

‘Moon Base Alpha calling Commander Koenig... Come in please.’ 


‘Go ahead Alpha,’ Koenig’s disembodied voice replied. 

Carter’s face looked down at his console top. Dutifully, he began to 
speak. ‘John, we’d like an E.T.A. on your return. Helena is worried...’ 

“Tell her not to worry. Everything is fine so far. We’ll return after we 
board the deri and...’ 

A sudden, violent shaking began to rock the Medical Centre. 

Koenig’s voice ceased abruptly. 

Carter’s image on the screen vibrated alarmingly and his mouth fell slack 
as though he were trying to speak. But his words were drowned out in a 
cacophony of shrieks and screams of terror which came over the 
loudspeaker. 

Helena shrank away in fear as the walls and floor continued to shake. 
The beds and instruments in the Medical Centre seemed to tilt and run 
together, and she lost her orientation and crumpled to the floor. From 
somewhere among the chaotic scene Ben Vincent loomed over her, 
staggering about. Screaming and shouting, he too finally fell out of her 
view. 

Not only the Medical Centre was vibrating; the entire Base was. It was 
shaking apart. 


Perplexed, Verdeschi stared at the trembling, blurred outline of Carter 
trying to re-establish itself on the Pilot Section monitor. 

“What the hell’s going on...?’ he demanded irritably, partly at it and 
partly at Koenig, who was observing the screen with equal puzzlement at 
his side. 

‘It’s not an electronic malfunction.’ Koenig checked a reading from the 
print-out on his console in front of him. He looked alarmed. ‘Give me a 
shot of Alpha on the console monitor.’ 

Verdeschi lunged at a button, and their eyes flicked pensively towards a 
badly-resolved picture of the Moon Base which appeared on the second 
screen. The scene was captured by the ship’s own powerful zoom cameras 
and its quality could not possibly have been affected by any electronic or 
physical interference emanating from the Moon. Yet the ghostly 
outbuildings of the Base sprawled out on the lunar surface like an anaemic 
starfish. Almost buried in the darkness of the universal night, they were 


visibly shaking. More than that, the entire bleak lunar surface that had been 
their home world was convulsing. 

Koenig turned quickly back to the section monitor and confronted 
Carter’s fragmented features. ‘Alan...!’ he yelled. ‘Come in, Alan!’ 

There was no response. 

He reached over Verdeschi and punched more buttons. The picture of the 
imperilled Moon Base disappeared. It was replaced with a shot of the 
complete Moon. 

The dark, scarred lump of rock showed up against the myriad stars and 
galaxies. It looked as motionless and death-inspiring as the derelict star 
ship, and yet it too was hurtling through the vacuum. It was only visible 
because of the stars that its bulk obliterated, and because of the burning 
pendant of light on its top right-hand sector. 

It was like a black, malign cancer, un-illuminated by its parent sun and 
cast roughly adrift from the stellar family it had once belonged to. Yet it 
was their home; it was their only chance of survival. And the two spacemen 
saw that it too was quaking. 

It seemed to be on the verge of breaking up. 

As they watched it with horrified, pleading expressions on their faces, it 
shimmered out of existence. 

Its black, jagged mass vanished, and the ubiquitous stars that it concealed 
now blazed out, filling the screen with a fierce, mocking brilliance. 


CHAPTER TWO 


The Medical Centre walls and ceiling, the only part of the big Alphan 
hospital complex that was visible to Maya where she lay on her bed, 
seemed to career around violently. Her bed jumped beneath her and began 
jerking its way across the floor. 

Immediately, the darkness returned. The delirium that she had fought off 
claimed her with a fresh vengeance. The subconscious phobias that 
normally only pervaded her dreams now began to manifest themselves 
again in a horrifyingly gruesome enactment of her last days with Mentor. 

She found herself in the Grove of Psyche — the room in the subterranean 
stronghold deep beneath the surface of Psychon where her Father had kept 
the bio-computer. The detestable figure of Koenig, who was a stranger to 
her then, was smashing the delicate tubes of the computer and releasing the 
precious fluids of its heart. He was attacked by the crazed Mentor, 
desperately trying to resalvage the bits and pieces of his life’s work. Maya 
stood by and watched, helpless to intervene. She damned herself a thousand 
times for her part in the drama. Believing that Mentor would be ultimately 
saved she had deceived him, enabling Koenig and the Alphans to escape 
from their imprisonment. She had deceived him for his own good, to put a 
stop to his misguided butchery of living beings. 

In the nightmare, she watched in anguish as the computer began to die, 
and Psychon began to crumble and boil. The Grove began to disintegrate. 
Cracks appeared in the walls and a gaping vent appeared in the floor. 
Tongues of flame licked up from the planet’s bowels and began to burn the 
figures. As he had promised, the determined Alphan Commander turned his 
attention to Mentor, trying to save him, but her father refused to leave the 
Grove. He stood amid the flames, in his robes of glory, touching the 
remains of shattered Psyche, realizing now that his end had come. There 
was no purpose in his living, she saw, and he had to go doyen with his 
creation. His face grew calm and creased with parental concern for her. It 
was gleaming with sweat caused by the heat of the flames and haloed by the 
burning brightness. 


She had tried frantically to get to him, to die with him, but Koenig 
wouldn’t let her. 

‘Look after her now, Commander,’ her father called out from the flames. 
‘Don’t let her come to me.’ And then his face had gone, consumed by the 
fire. He hadn’t even cried out in pain. 

Koenig had dragged her away. She had screamed. Screamed. 

‘MENTOR... MENTOR...!’ 

But it was to no avail. The room was still shaking. The hazy outlines of 
Helena Russell appeared over her face and she lost all sense of who or 
where she was. 

‘No, Maya...’ came firm, urgent, gentle, beseeching words. The 
whiteness above her swirled. Arms shook her. The room shook. ‘Maya... 
we’re not on Psychon now...’ 

Helena was crying. 


Vincent dragged himself to his feet and staggered over to where the two 
figures of Helena and Maya lay. They were entwined in sheets on the floor 
amid the chaotic furniture. 

The quaking grew less. Gradually, it stopped. He walked in the sudden 
silence, half-expecting it to re-start. 

‘Helena...’ he called. ‘You okay?’ 

He shook his head to clear the blockage caused by fear. Helena stirred 
and rose from the floor. Her hair was disarrayed and her face was tear- 
stained. She fell against him weakly and he took her weight 

“What the hell was it?’ he asked. ‘What the bloody hell did that?’ 

She pushed herself away from him. ‘We better try to contact Command. 
You see to Maya...’ She moved unsteadily toward the wall monitor. It was 
still switched on. The disturbance had stopped, but Carter’s face was gone. 
His seat was empty and his console top was covered with rubble and papers 
in disarray. She placed her finger on the communicator button and kept it 
pressed. 


Dust covered the entire Command Centre. It had seeped down from 
between the insulation tiles on the ceiling, many of which were hanging 
derelictly or had dropped off. The floor was a mass of litter and debris. The 


computer banks and the other essential electronic equipment seemed to be 
functioning normally, flashing and winking and humming through the dust 
motes. Around the screen a small group of staff and operators had gathered. 
Elsewhere in the Centre, Maintenance Personnel were clearing up the mess 
and repairing the damage. 

Alan Carter was sitting in the Command Choir — his rightful place when 
Koenig and Verdeschi were absent from the Base. On the Big Screen was a 
picture of stars and deep Space, and a frightened, worried look was on his 
face. 

‘I said, get Eagle One on the screen,’ he repeated to Sahn. 

The operator was the only one at her console. She looked perplexed, and 
her fingers hovered over her controls in indecision. ‘Alan, I can’t locate 
them,’ she said, tightlipped. Her puzzlement turned back to fright. She 
stared frozenly at Carter. ‘What was that earthquake? We still don’t know.’ 

Carter shook his head and made a gesture of helplessness. He wasn’t 
accustomed to handling emergencies of this magnitude entirely on his own. 
Usually either Koenig or Verdeschi was present to cope with them. His 
easy-going Australian manner, with his easy-going avoidance of trouble, 
was being strained to intolerance. ‘I’m not sure yet,’ he replied to Sahn. 
‘Just keep trying to get that Eagle.’ 

They continued to watch in deathly silence as Sahn scanned the heavens. 

‘Nothing...’ Sahn said again after she had tried for several tense 
moments. ‘I just can’t get a fix on them.’ She stopped suddenly, struck by a 
terrifying thought. ‘Oh, no...’ she whispered. ‘No... I’ve just realized, 
whatever caused that shaking might have...’ She broke off, unable to finish. 

The pale faces turned to her, some seeking confirmation of the same 
thought, others totally mystified and afraid. 

‘Might have what, Sahn?’ Carter asked impatiently. 


Eagle One hung in the starry firmament next to the wrecked space craft. 
The two craft were a fraction away from each other, their attempted link-up 
abandoned in the drama of the moment. They were partly embraced — the 
macabre embrace of the rotten by the good, motionlessly awaiting judgment 
of their guilt. From the eye-sockets of the Eagle two gold lights shone 


warmly out into the vastness — two tiny points of life amid bleak space. 
There was no sign of the Moon. They were completely and utterly alone. 

Verdeschi stared blankly at the screen. He was numbed with horror and 
with an acute sense of loss. Not only his home had gone — but so had Maya, 
too. Perhaps she would never have survived anyway; but now there was no 
doubt that she would not. Pictures of the warm, sun-drenched fields of his 
youth in rural Italy, back on Earth, flashed through his mind. She had 
reminded him of these — of his youth. Now she — and both homes — were 
gone. 

“There’s only one answer, Tony,’ Koenig spoke quietly from his side. He 
was ashen. He was riveted by the sudden awareness of their vulnerability to 
the cold, sparkling vastness round about them. His voice was tight with 
emotion. ‘They must have gone through the Space Warp... and all the time 
we thought it would be us!’ Grief-stricken, he slammed his hand on the 
console in front of him. 

Verdeschi found himself operating; he found the practice of years taking 
him over, the intense military training paying off now when he would 
otherwise have lost his head completely. With a dazed air of unreality he 
unconsciously responded to Koenig, his eyes flicking down to his controls 
and taking in the fuel reading. ‘They could be billions of miles away from 
us and we’ve got fuel for less than a million,’ he commented dully. His 
voice sounded remote, not his own. 

The final irony of what had occurred tinged Koenig’s reply with 
bitterness. ‘It might not make any difference if we had all the fuel we 
needed...’ He fought down the paranoid fear that tried to claw its way up 
inside him. ‘We wouldn’t even know in which direction to go.’ 


‘Now, we’ve got to take this calmly,’ Carter began, sensing that his first 
task was to quell the endemic terror that was spreading through the 
Command Centre. ‘Everyone back to their posts.’ 

The small group of personnel remained where they were, staring fixedly 
at the Big Screen, at Carter, at each other. For a moment they were rooted to 
the spot, unable even to comprehend his command. Slowly, awkwardly, 
they began to disperse towards their consoles. 

Carter trembled, watching them go. 


He had to keep them calm. This one thought — his responsibility, his rank 
— kept him from coming completely apart. When they had sat down he set 
them to work, calling out instructions. 

‘First, locate the position we occupied before we went through the Warp,’ 
he told Sahn. 

The operator went back to her work. This time it took the computer some 
moments while it identified the strange, new patterns of stars which now 
formed their sky. It had to work out whereabouts the Alphans would last 
have been in order to have seen the stars in their familiar patterns — a 
mammoth task, comprising many millions of single computations. At length 
a tiny white indicator dot appeared on the screen among the distant, burning 
suns. 

“That was our position before we went through the Space Warp,’ Sahn 
announced. She went back to her punching. A second white dot appeared 
on the screen. It pulsated rapidly, some distance from the first. There was 
another lengthy pause while the Main Computer worked out the vast 
distances involved in their journey through Time and Space. The Operator 
peered intently at her readings and gravely read them out. ‘We’ve moved 
five light years in a matter of minutes.’ 

Carter was grim. ‘Then as we thought, there’s no chance of John ever 
making it back to Alpha.’ 

‘Unless he finds a window to the Space Warp,’ Helena’s choked voice 
suddenly burst into the Command Centre, startling them. She was listening 
in. At first, like the others, she had been mentally stunned. She had been 
doubly affected. Without a Commander, the Moon Base could at least limp 
on. But without Koenig, she could not. A new resolve had saved her and 
fired her into action — the resolve to cling to every last straw of hope in 
order to re-locate the lost Eagle Ship and deliver its crew safely back to 
Base. 

Carter shook his head doubtfully. ‘The chances of finding the window are 
pretty remote... but we can try.’ He turned again to Sahn. ‘What’s our 
present velocity?’ 

‘Back to normal.’ 

He thought about the so-called window. The Space window was just 
what it sounded like. A window in Space, on Space. The crack in the Space 
Time fabric. The passage through which the Moon had plunged when the 


Space Warp opened all around them. Tamed and captured, the powers that 
had brought the window into existence, that elsewhere bonded the Universe 
together, would have provided the ability of Time Travel. It would have 
enabled them, in time, to re-find and reach Earth. But erupting by chance as 
it had, it served only to act as a bottomless pit that dragged them inside 
itself and spewed them out randomly. There could be no controlling where 
they were spewed out; but the window, having let them through, usually 
stayed stable. And while it stayed, it usually stayed in one place. 

He made a snap decision. He leaned forward and opened a channel with 
the Eagle Launch Centre. Bill Fraser’s surly face appeared on the screen. 
‘Get ready to launch a refuelling Eagle,’ he ordered. 

The other Eagle Pilot nodded and his face faded out. Carter turned to 
Sahn, aware that she was staring at him with an incredulous expression on 
her face. 

‘Okay, so it’s a long shot,’ he said. ‘But if he does find that Space 
window, he’ Il need refuelling to catch up, won’t he?’ 

They continued staring at each other, both of their gazes quite hopeless. 


Helena left the video monitor on the Medical Centre wall, satisfied that all 
that could be done was being done. The rest could only be left up to prayer, 
she thought. She turned towards where Vincent was already starting to clear 
up the mess, helped by a few Medical Orderlies. He had got Maya back on 
her bed and was bending over her, resting his hand on her forehead. The 
Psychon was writhing about, rolling her body from side to side. 

‘Mentor — I’m coming for you...!’ Maya moaned in a low, urgent voice. 
‘Don’t give up... don’t give up... ’m coming for you.’ Abruptly she sat bolt 
upright and stared about her, wild-eyed. 

Helena rushed over, drawn by the need of one human being for another. 
Her feelings for Koenig paradoxically served to increase her feelings for her 
patient. ‘Maya..!’ she called out in alarm, realizing what the Psychon was 
trying to do. But she was too late to intervene. She watched helplessly as 
the woman’s rigid form began to ripple and glow with the fierce light of 
transformation. 

Vincent stepped hastily away from the spindle of light energy that had 
formed directly above the bed. 


‘She might hurt herself...’ he gasped. 

The shimmering light pulsated brightly, changing into neither one thing 
nor the other. The inborn Psychon ability to change molecular shape at will 
wasn’t working properly. She wasn’t going to manage it. 

At the last moment the weak outlines of some impossible creature — 
probably a Psychon animal dredged from her childhood memory — 
appeared. It had two short hind legs and a wrinkled, grey carapace. It stood 
on the bed, gazing in bewilderment at them from moist brown eyes. Just as 
quickly as it had appeared, it faded away, its unstable composition 
converting back again into the energy spindle. Gradually, that too faded and 
Maya’s normal form re-appeared, her eyes straining, her skin covered in 
sweat from the exertion. She sagged back down on the covers again and 
Vincent and Helena ran forward to catch her. 

‘Did I try to...?’ she asked them weakly. She was breathing heavily, 
scarcely able to keep hold of her sanity. 

Helena nodded, soothed her brow with a moist cloth and attached a 
thermometer to her. She began reading off her ternperature from the meter 
dial among the clutter of life-saving medical apparatus that had been hastily 
regathered by the bedside. ‘You have been in a delirium.’ 

‘Oh...’ Maya began. A look of intense alarm had appeared on her face. 
“You must be careful... the nightmares are beginning to take over...’ 

Helena stared at her for a moment in awful realization. ‘You mean...?’ 
She turned to Vincent. ‘Prepare a sedative.’ 

Maya shook her head. ‘A sedative... won’t do. Helena, I’m beginning to 
lose molecular control... I don’t know what might happen...’ She looked 
worriedly about her. ‘You’ve got to put me in restraints...’ 

‘Maya, I can’t do...’ 

‘Helena, I’m telling you — I can be dangerous... put me in restraints...’ 
Her eyes closed and she began losing conscious control again. 

Helena looked startled. ‘Ben, give her a sedative first and then put the 
restraints on her.’ 

Vincent nodded. ‘I hope it works.’ 

Helena didn’t comment. She moved back to the monitor on the wall. She 
stabbed at the button and brought Carter’s face back on the screen. 

‘Command Centre,’ he announced. 


‘Alan,’ she began gravely. ‘We need a double guard outside the Medical 
Centre immediately. It’s urgent.’ 

She snapped off the set and looked apprehensively at Vincent, who was 
bending over the still form of Maya. He was holding a hypodermic. Maya 
was right — the injection wouldn’t work on her brand of alien body cells. 
Helena remembered finding out that human drugs only worked on the 
Psychon woman if Maya herself willed them to work. In other words, 
unless fantastically strong, the drugs did more or less what Maya wished 
them to. In a state of semi-madness, what they would do to her was 
anyone’s guess. But Helena found herself unable not to prescribe some kind 
of treatment. She felt that she had to try something. 

She wondered whether she had done the right thing as she left Vincent 
working and started off along the corridor leading to the Command Centre. 
She reasoned finally that the injection probably wouldn’t have any effect at 
all. After all, Maya ought to know her own peculiar brand of body 
chemistry better than anyone else on board the Moon Base. She only hoped 
that the unfortunate woman’s mental breakdown wouldn’t be too severe. 
She shuddered to think of the consequences if it were. 

The thought was displaced from her mind by the urgency of her concern 
for Koenig. She found she could not rest until she had satisfied herself that 
there was more positive information about his well-being and whereabouts. 
She refused to believe that he had died. She walked into the Command 
Centre, looking distracted and worried. 

Maintenance staff and cleaners were still busy tidying up, but the main 
bulk of the work was done and the Centre was looking more normal than 
she imagined it had looked half an hour ago. Sahn and Carter were behind 
their consoles and she rushed over to them. Sahn looked dismayed when 
she saw her condition. 

“You’re the doctor, Helena,’ she said. ‘So forgive me for prescribing, but 
you need some sleep. You look terrible...’ She arose from her console. ‘You 
sit down. I’ll get you some coffee.’ 

Gratefully, Helena did as she was bid. She suddenly felt tired too. 

Carter spoke. ‘If there are any developments, Helena...’ 

‘You’ll let me know,’ she finished for him. ‘I know. But, I... what are the 
chances, Alan?’ 


Carter evaded the question. ‘You know John. He won’t give up.’ He 
looked away. 

“What are the chances of him finding that same Window in Space?’ she 
persisted. “You know what I mean.’ 

He hesitated. ‘It depends...’ 

‘On what?’ 

‘On luck,’ he admitted, reluctantly. ‘It was a good idea you had, but it’s 
all down to luck.’ 

‘Luck? In Space?’ she asked, mortified. “Then his chances are a billion to 
one!’ The coffee arrived, but she didn’t notice it. She stared sightlessly in 
front of her. 

‘Here...’ Sahn nudged her, exchanging a helpless look with Carter. ‘It’ ll 
make you feel better.’ 

Helena shook her head. ‘No,’ she said. ‘I have to get back to Maya.’ She 
arose and smiled unconvincingly at them. ‘Thanks for the coffee.’ She 
turned away from the console and walked out. 

She realized that she wanted to be on her own; away from people, away 
from things, away from worries. But the worry of leaving Vincent to cope 
on his own with Maya kept nagging her and she hurried back. As she 
neared the Medical Centre and saw the two Security Guards she had 
requested standing outside the doors, she realized with a start that she had 
neglected to tell the others of her fears. Nor had Carter asked why she had 
wanted the Guards — probably because her mood of dejection had distracted 
him. 

Because of her selfishness the security of the Moon Base and everyone 
on it had been put at risk. 

Angry with herself, she increased her step, intent on getting Carter back 
on the Medical Centre monitor before anything serious happened. 

She was too late. 

Before she had quite reached the Guards she noticed their trained bodies 
tense and their heads turn fractionally towards the doors they were 
guarding. They were reacting to some noise or commotion from within. 
Their hands leaped automatically to their lasers and withdrew them. They 
spun round to face the doors. 

The doors parted and a deep-throated growl issued from within. It was 
the growl of some large creature in pain or rage, and it was followed by a 


succession of blood-curdling noises. 

She watched in fearful fascination as the Guards backed away and 
commenced firing their lasers through the open door. The howls of pain and 
rage increased as the burning lances stabbed home, goading instead of 
killing their prey. The creature’s ferocious cries rose to a fury and a moment 
later its horrendous, enraged form appeared framed in the doorway. 

‘Oh, no...! Maya!’ Helena gasped, her voice lost in the roaring of the 
monster and the panic-stricken shouts of the Guards. 

The Maya Creature stood on hind limbs, fully eight feet high. Her feet 
were hooved and cloven, and the skin covering her sleek body shone and 
gleamed metallically in the artificial light coming from the passageway. Her 
head was high and horse-like, with long jaws and rows of sharp teeth, and 
her manner was arrogant and aloof. It was as though, in her evident pain, 
she was outraged that beings inferior to herself should have dared to engage 
her in combat. With a sudden forward movement she struck one of the 
Guards and sent him reeling down the corridor. She turned on the second 
Guard, who was still firing his laser at her metal hide, scarring it, and 
draining her magnificent body of its life. But the man did not wait to be 
struck. He dropped his gun and fled, before the deranged Psychon could 
reach him. 

Watching the Guard run for his life jerked Helena out of her trance. If the 
Guard raised the alarm before she had a chance to explain to Carter that the 
rampant creature was not a monster, but an out-of-control patient, then an 
alert would be put out for its death. 

‘Maya!’ she called out sharply. She hid her fear behind her professional 
veneer. She advanced on the creature, which now directed its full ferocity at 
her. Its lips writhed away from its jaws, its front teeth stuck out aggressively 
towards her and a sibilant, macabre whinnying sound escaped its mouth. It 
was warning her to keep her distance. 

‘Maya, please revert...!’ Helena called again, showing no fear as she 
approached, her hands firmly outstretched in a gesture of friendship. 

A sudden blur of movement occurred in front of her. She felt a stinging 
blow strike her shoulder as one of Maya’s great hoofed forelimbs lashed 
out. She fell to the floor, gasping for breath at the pain. The horse-like form 
reared above her and its polished hooves pounded at the air, seeking balance 


while some semblance of sanity that existed inside its head decided whether 
or not to finish her off. 

‘No, Maya... No!’ Helena just had the strength to plead desperately from 
where she lay. Waves of blackness buffeted up inside her. She felt sick as 
she lost consciousness. 

The monstrous creature decided to spare her and lowered itself on to all 
fours. It kicked out its hind limbs in anger. Snorting and whinnying it 
galloped off down the corridor, its tough metallic body rippling and glinting 
in the light. 


Her body was sleek and powerful. Her strength was renowned amongst all 
her subjects who galloped and lived with her on the crystal plains of 
Psychon. It was only fitting that her exquisite body should be free to 
express itself in the way that came naturally to her... 

She should not have been chained. 

She should not have let herself be taken by the ruthless Invaders who 
plundered her planet and killed her people. Instead, she should have fought 
with the pride of her race. The Invaders should have been the ones who had 
been killed... 

She, Tharr, was all that was left. No-one but her remained to defend her 
line. It was her duty to make amends for the members of her race of Slahs 
who had cruelly died... 

She trotted along the strange thoroughfares of the Invaders’ home where 
she had been taken and her beautiful body held captive... 

The doors of the Aliens’ rooms, marked in strange ciphers, moved past 
her. She was one and they were many. She had to choose carefully which 
rooms to enter. Which of the soft-fleshed beings to kill first and thereby 
regain her nobility... 


The terrified, wild-eyed face of the Security Guard appeared on Alan 
Carter’s monitor. He was reporting from the Weapons Section. 

‘Emergency in corridor, Level A,’ he gasped. 

He was pushed aside by Petrov, the Section’s Chief. The Chief was 
white-faced and bruised badly on his cheek. He held a white rag to a 


streaming cut. ‘There’s some kind of monster loose on Alpha. We’ve just 
been attacked...!’ 

Carter turned gravely to Sahn. ‘Emergency in Weapons Section.’ 

‘I heard,’ the operator replied. 

‘Lasers set to stun don’t seem to affect it,’ Petrov babbled. 

Carter thought fast. There was only one obvious solution. He hit a button. 
‘All Security Personnel,’ he announced. His voice was carried 
electronically to Security Bases throughout the Moon Base. ‘There’s a 
dangerous creature loose on Alpha. Take no chances. Put laser guns on kill. 
Take no chances,’ his voice repeated loudly, urgently throughout the 
corridors. ‘Kill on sight.’ 


The alien voices chattering to one another in the passageways and issuing 
from the rooms she entered filled her with a demented paranoia. They were 
all around her. They were everywhere. Perhaps one Slah against an entire 
Alien race had been a mistake. 

Her enemies seemed well-protected. Their stinging guns were an 
irritation, but the guns in themselves were no deterrent. It was the eyes of 
pity with their invisible telepathic rays which fought her off. Each time she 
tackled one of the Aliens she felt their weird power controlling her. It made 
her feel sorry for them, forcing her to release them on the verge of her 
victory. 

She did not realize that she could not kill them because they were her 
friends. 

With mounting anger and irritation she burst into the puny rooms, 
operating the primitive door mechanisms with a stab of her flashing hoof. 
Now the rooms were empty. The occupants had warned one another and 
they had fled to a hiding place. She cantered almost frantically from room 
to room, seeking their place of concealment. 

She stopped abruptly at the sight of two Alphans dressed in scientific 
clothes. They were cornered behind a bank of electrical equipment and she 
could see by the expression on their faces that they were in awe of her. 
They had hoped to evade detection. Their faces were white and one of them 
pointed a laser at her. 


She bore down on them, arrogantly raising her hooves to knock the gun 
away. Too late, the gun fired. 

This time she felt pain. 

She felt a numbing, paralyzing hurt explode outward from her exposed 
chest. Her precious life energy drained from her as the gun continued to 
burn her. She escaped from the room and fled off down the corridor. 

The darkness of Death fell on her, yet she kept on galloping blindly. 
Lucid flashes of her other life showed through the illusion. She saw Mentor 
standing amid the flames. Tharr, the Leader of the Slahs, was dead. In her 
madness she had impersonated her. 

Her father was all that counted. 

She had to get to Mentor and make him give up his Slah-headed 
obstinacy, so typical of the Psychons, and come back with her to the 
Alphans. 

But the pain crippled her. She had been damaged irreparably. 

Without the energy to change her shape back to her normal self she 
would die after one hour was up. She could not hold any form for longer 
than one hour. But she could at least save her father, if only she could get to 
him in time. 

The perspectives of the Aiphan corridor spun in front of her. She seemed 
to be sliding down it as though down a giant, lighted gun bore. An alarm 
was sounding somewhere. Voices were echoing harshly about her. Grim, 
uniformed figures had rounded the corner below and were running 
resolutely towards her. 

She turned down another corridor and ran on. A laboured age seemed to 
pass before she found an elevator door. Activating the locks of the doors 
she opened them and flung herself inside. 


Helena found herself reviving on one of her own beds in the Medical 
Centre. Vincent was leaning over her, swabbing a throbbing bruise on her 
head. 

“You got a nasty kick,’ he said, noticing her eyes opening. 

She struggled upright. ‘Maya’s changed into some sort of space animal 
and there’s no telling what she might do...’ She realized that Vincent must 
already know and looked at him to see if he had been hurt. 


‘She’s already been doing it...” Vincent began. He stopped abruptly as a 
sudden thought struck him. ‘Alan’s orders are to kill on sight.’ 

Helena reacted with alarm. Vincent had finished cleaning her wound and 
she ran giddily off the bed towards the wall monitor. 

‘Alan!’ she cried when the Eagle Pilot’s grim face appeared on the 
screen. ‘You’ve got to cancel that order to kill.’ 

Carter looked at her as though she had gone crazy. ‘You don’t know the 
damage that’s been done by that monster... Look at your own head, for one 
thing!’ 

“You’ve got to countermand that order,’ she insisted furiously. 

‘Stun guns don’t work on it. The animal...’ 

“The animal is Maya, Alan! She can’t control what she’s doing!’ 

The incredulous, indignant look on Carter’s face disappeared. It was 
replaced with one of shock as the disclosure was made. His face 
immediately left the screen and she heard him putting out the hurried 
emergency countermand. Relieved and weary, she turned away from the 
screen and set about the formidable task of bringing Maya in. 


CHAPTER THREE 


The section screen in the cabin of the doomed Eagle Ship was a blaze of 
cold, eerie star-light. 

None of the stars that it showed were close enough to fly to. They were 
worlds of Life where Life was denied. Some of them were so remote that 
the light they emitted was already thousands of years old. Even if the Eagle 
had the fuel to fly to one of them and the provisions to last the long journey, 
the star might be dead or changed by the time it got there. The stars were 
separated from them not only by Space, but by Time... and not only by 
Space and Time, but by the equally indisputable provisions barrier. The 
Eagle had air and food for a matter of weeks, Earth Time. 

The only hope for the two men on board was to find the Space Window. 

The Eagle’s cold, logical guidance system had returned them to the 
precise point in Space where they had taken off several hours before. It had 
assumed the precise launch attitude that it had adopted on the firm lunar 
surface. 

“We’re just about where Alpha disappeared,’ Koenig announced to 
Verdeschi. ‘We’ve matched the velocity of Alpha, now let’s try to find that 
hole in Space. Commence random search manoeuvre.’ 

Verdeschi began taking the Eagle through a series of slow yaws, pitches 
and rolls. Like a worm seeking its burrow the great ship blindly sought the 
rupture in Space. 

After it had cavorted for an hour or so, the Security Chief had to give up. 
‘It’s no use,’ he said desperately. ‘We could twist around like this till we’ve 
used up all our fuel.’ 

Koenig pursed his lips. ‘If that’s what we have to end up doing, then 
we'll have to keep doing it...’ He paused, thinking of another idea. ‘I 
wonder if we can get Alpha on the screen?’ 

It was an idea born of extreme desperation and neither of them believed 
for a moment that the Space Warp could have possibly regurgitated the 
Moon Base so close by. Nevertheless, Koenig activated the console monitor 
in front of them, programming it to the right frequency. But they were 


scarcely disappointed to see yet another tantalizing, desolate display of 
stars. 

“Well, I guess there are gonna be no miracles today,’ Koenig intoned 
blankly. ‘How about that derelict?’ He hit another button and the wrecked 
star ship appeared once more on the screen. They had moved a considerable 
distance and it was detectable as a tiny, revolving, tinsel-like shape among 
the blazing stars. 

‘We might get lucky,’ Verdeschi tried to lighten the pattern of their 
conversation to relieve the heavy gloom that had descended on them. ‘Its 
power pods might be similar to ours. We might be able to use its fuel store, 
if it’s got any left.’ 

That was another chance in a million. 

“Well, we came to check it out,’ Koenig commented wryly. ‘What have 
we got to lose?’ 

Verdeschi forced himself once more to function, forced himself once 
more to operate the Eagle Ship’s controls, although now he felt more 
reluctant than ever. The predicament they were in was final. His mind 
screamed at him that there was no rational way out. There was no point in 
trying. But he grimly forced himself on, to over-ride the killing feeling of 
despondency, and the awful, numbing, mind-warping terror of the 
impending end. 


As the pressure grew, the responsibilities of being a Commander ironically 
became easier to cope with. When you had to do something, when your life 
depended on it, you soon found a way of doing it. 

Carter stood unhappily in front of the Medical Centre screen, watching 
the shoulders of the Security Guard who was speaking to him. 

‘We got it out of the elevator and it’s on its way back towards the upper 
levels,’ the man reported, ‘but we’re staying clear as you ordered.’ 

‘Don’t lose contact,’ Carter told him, ‘but make sure you do stay clear. 
These tranquilizer darts are just about ready.’ He cut the set off and returned 
to the Preparation Room where Helena and Vincent were working. 

A jar of chemical and a small graduated flask of solution stood on a work 
bench in front of them. Vincent had broken open a pack of tranquilizer darts 
and he was shaking the fluid out of them, and then holding them steady for 


Helena while she pipetted in small but powerful quantities of the stronger 
drug. 

‘Careful,’ Vincent told her, tensely. ‘Too little, no effect —too much, 
death.’ 

Neither he nor Helena liked what they were doing. Only very strong 
doses of drugs had any effect on Maya’s system. The critical dose needed 
very accurate gauging. 

“We’re not going to take any chances on death, that’s a fact,’ Helena 
commented in deadly earnest. She kept her eyes carefully on the meniscus 
in the pipette. “Let’s hope that’s the right dosage.’ 

‘The stun guns had very little effect, Helena,’ Carter warned sceptically 
from behind them. 

“These darts have more of a kick,’ she assured him. 

They finished. 

Vincent picked up the large, air-operated anaesthetic gun that they 
normally reserved for felling large fauna specimens on_ planetary 
excursions, then loaded in one of the altered darts. He re-packed the 
remaining darts in case they were needed. Wordlessly he handed both gun 
and packet to Carter. 

As the Australian pilot took hold of them he was alerted once more by 
the bleeping of the monitor. They ran through into the ward. 

The Security Guard was back on the screen. ‘Mr Carter. The creature 
seems to be making its way towards the Travel Tube to the Eagle hangars.’ 

Helena started. ‘When she was in delirium, Maya was hallucinating 
about Psychon, that her father was still alive, that she had to save him.’ 

“You think she’s trying for an Eagle?’ Carter turned to her, frowning in 
alarm. 

“Yes, and if she gets one, she’ll be making a one way trip to a planet 
that’s no longer there!’ 

‘Stand by,’ Carter told the Guard. ‘We’re coming with the darts.’ 

They took off out of the Centre in an attempt to reach the deranged 
animal in time. When Mentor and his creation, Psyche, the bio-computer, 
had been destroyed and the planet Psychon had grown unstable, Maya’s 
home world had gone completely. The planet had erupted and its particles 
been scattered anonymously and irretrievably throughout Space. 


The deluded woman still assumed the form of the horse-like creature, and 
they found her by the Travel Tube doors, surveyed by a line of Guards who 
kept a respectful distance. She was panting. Her jaws were hanging slack 
from exhaustion as she raised a hoofed foot to operate the door mechanism. 
Her metallic hide was blotched from the powerful, burning beams of the 
lasers. She didn’t look at all in good shape. 

Carter raised the gun to his shoulder and prepared to fire, but Helena 
nudged him to hold his fire. She stepped boldly forward. 

‘Maya...’ she called. 

The large equestrian head paused, hearing the sound of its name once 
more. It froze, its glinting hoof poised in front of the button. 

‘Maya, listen to me. You’ve got to let us help you.’ 

The animal seemed to concentrate hard for a moment, as though the 
words had struck a nerve deep within it. Its head turned and gazed at her 
with a blank, expressionless look that made her shiver. Unknown to her, it 
debated whether or not to kill her; then it turned its attention back to the 
buttons instead and kicked at them. The doors slid open and it squeezed its 
large, sleek bulk inside. 

Still aiming the gun, Carter squeezed the trigger and shot at its 
disappearing rump. The creature’s skin quivered as the dart buried itself 
deeply. He reloaded, but the doors closed, cutting off his sight. He cursed. 

‘She’s making for the Launch Area,’ he shouted. ‘Back to the Command 
Centre.’ 

Once more they set off on a mad race to save the last surviving Psychon 
from certain death. 

‘It’s in the Travel Tube,’ Sahn announced when they burst inside. 

Carter rushed over to his console and looked at the Big Screen. The 
image of stars had gone; their search for Koenig temporarily stopped while 
they dealt with the more pressing of the two emergencies. 

‘Cut underground power,’ he ordered, watching the bunched-up shape of 
the animal patiently waiting inside the Tube for its short journey to end. It 
seemed dead, as though the anaesthetic had worked too well, but he sensed 
that it was like a waiting crocodile — the merest threat or hint of movement 
and it would pounce. 

Sahn flicked a series of switches, cutting off the power. The lights in the 
Travel Tube went out and the creature inside was thrown roughly forward 


as its momentum was stopped. 

‘All right, Helena,’ Carter turned to the anxious doctor. “‘We’ve got her 
trapped underground. She’s been hit with stun guns and a tranquilizer dart... 
and she’s still on her feet.” He glanced back at the screen, watching the 
animal’s frantic, angry movements. ‘What do we do now?’ 

“We go in after her,’ Helena replied. 

A sudden sound of rending metal came over the loudspeakers. 

‘Alan!’ Sahn called out sharply, drawing their attention back to the 
screen. They watched in amazement and awe as Maya’s adopted guise 
ripped its way out of the rear doors of the Tube with its hooves and cantered 
clumsily away into the tunnel. The life had gone out of it. The effects of the 
drug were at least making some impression on its complex system, but it 
continued on the sheer will-power of the woman inside its head. 

‘If she gets into an Eagle and takes off, there’s no way we can help her,’ 
Helena declared in distress. 

‘Come on...’ Carter sprang once more towards the door. ‘The other 
Travel Tube.’ 

They raced off again down the corridor. They reached the Travel Tube 
and piled inside. The power supply had been switched back on by Sahn and 
they were soon speeding along beneath the lunar surface, catching up with 
the creature. 

As they went Carter called the Launch Area Security Guards on the Tube 
monitor. “This is top priority alert,’ he announced gravely. ‘Block Travel 
Tube One Tunnel. Permit nothing...’ 

His words were cut off by the sound of more metal being rent and the 
surprised shout of the Guards coming over the monitor. The face of the 
Guard he had been talking to disappeared abruptly. He called urgently into 
the blank screen. ‘Launching Area... Launching Area — what’s happening?’ 

They heard more shouts, mixed in with the shrill, unearthly whinnying of 
the creature. Finally the Guard’s alarmed face returned. ‘Mr Carter, we’ve 
been attacked by it...’ 

‘Okay, I figured that,’ Carter snapped, thinking quickly. ‘Where is it 
now?’ 

‘In Eagle Four.’ 

‘Christ. Hurry this bloody Tube up...” He looked impatiently at the 
forward doors. Unavoidably, the Launch Area had to be sited some way 


from the Main Buildings. At the same time none of the Travel Tubes were 
presently working all that well. 

Eventually the Tube stopped and they burst out into the Launch 
Reception Area. In front of them were the Boarding Tube doors. The one 
leading to Eagle Four was closed. On the floor were the bodies of several 
Guards, some of them coming round. The Guard who had spoken to them 
was slumped weakly against the wall, his tunic top soaked in blood. 

‘It’s too late,’ he gasped when he saw them. “The Boarding Tube is 
already retracting...’ 

Carter changed direction and headed into the Eagle Launch Control 
Room. Helena followed him while Vincent attended to the casualties and 
alerted the Medical Crew. 

The Control Room afforded a good view of the subterranean hangar in 
which Alpha’s entire fleet of Eagles was docked. The ships were kept in 
constant readiness for lift-off by a dedicated ground crew of engineers and 
mechanics. Such astonishing efficiency was normally to be commended. 
Today it only served to be one more factor that worked against them. 

“You can’t let that Eagle lift off!’ Helena shouted at the surprised 
personnel. 

Without listening Carter pushed the white-coated controllers from their 
places in front of the long console and depressed buttons in quick 
succession. Eventually he got an interior shot of the Eagle Four Pilot 
Section. The creature was stood at the controls, ready to operate them. But 
it seemed mesmerized. 

‘The anaesthetic,’ Helena observed with relief. ‘It’s beginning to take 
effect.’ 

‘I’m bringing it in,’ Carter announced. He operated more of the controls. 

The Eagle Ship had already been manoeuvred into a take-off position. 
The large elevator which carried it up to the Launch Pad on the surface had 
already reached half-way. He halted its ascent and brought it down. It 
reached the bottom of the shaft and, still on its platform, he guided it 
horizontally back into the hangar. He stopped it at its maintenance dock. 

The sudden jolt brought the creature round. Its hoof struck the flight 
console in front of it, and its glazed eyes stared uncomprehendingly at the 
console monitor. It stared blankly at it, then sudden awareness dawned in its 
drugged mind; it realized that it had been trapped. 


Helena and Carter watched tensely, wondering what it would do next. As 
though to make more trouble for them, even in its last minute of awareness, 
it swayed perilously over the controls and finally crashed headlong on to 
them. 

The Eagle’s engines erupted into life. Appalled, the observers in the 
Control Room fled en masse, leaving the doctor and the acting Commander 
staring transfixed at the scene of havoc=to-be. 

‘Can’t you stop it?’ Helena cried out in terror. 

Carter’s eyes showed panic. ‘I’ve got no control over it now. Oh, my 
Christ!’ 

He watched helplessly through the thick glass observation window as the 
out-of-control Eagle veered up into the hangar roof. All eight of its ascent 
engine nozzles were blazing redly. Its flat, white top crumpled and the force 
of impact tilted it and sent it skewering sideways. With frightening 
acceleration it ploughed into the centre of the fleet of Eagles, rolled over on 
its side and then fell heavily to the floor. The other Eagles crashed down 
around it in a buckled, twisted mass of wreckage. The engines had 
miraculously stopped. 

Carter groaned at the destruction, not knowing whether or not to be 
pleased that the damage was as minimal as it was —most of their Eagles out 
of action — or horrified at the burden that repairs and replacements were 
going to place on their limited resources. He decided to be relieved, for if 
the engines hadn’t cut out when they had the whole Moon might have gone 
up. 

Silver-suited Firemen began pouring into the hangar from all directions, 
and were already spraying cascades of foam on the smoking wreckage. Two 
of them made their way through the growing mountain of whiteness and 
broke open the doors of Eagle Four. Moments later they emerged, dragging 
the still form of the horse creature. Others helped them to pull it through the 
fume-laden, foam-flecked air across the hangar floor to the Reception Area. 

Helena ran forward to meet them. She gave the floppy leaden form a 
cursory examination and turned to Carter with tears in her eyes. ‘She’s 
dying...’ 

‘Can’t you save her?’ 

She shook her head, at a loss. ‘I’ve never seen the species before today. I 
have no knowledge of its anatomy... its vital functions are a mystery to 


’ 


me... 
Carter stared aghast, first at the animal and then at Helena. He thought of 
Verdeschi, probably lost for good. Now Maya, the Italian’s girlfriend. Both 
were gone. He turned pleadingly back to Helena. 
“You must be able to do something.’ 


CHAPTER FOUR 


The mysterious, deadly malaise that had struck the Psychon seemed to enter 
a last virile phase. Strapped to the Medical Centre operating table after she 
had been carried bodily inside, her mad molecules began changing their 
forms in rapid succession. But the new animals all lacked strength. It was as 
though her fading, jumbled mind was undergoing a brief resume of her life 
and itemizing the living creatures she had met during it. None of them — and 
many looked more than capable — so much as expanded the elastic material 
that her restraints were fashioned from. 

At length her appearance stabilized itself in the weird shape of a tree-like 
creature that Helena had never seen before. It was humanoid — more 
humanoid than the horse creature — with rough, bark-like skin and grey, 
matted hair. Like a Human Being it had a nose, two eyes, a mouth, arms and 
legs — but there the resemblance ended. For all Helena knew, her scalpel, 
poised to operate, might strike sap instead of blood. 

She was at a loss. 

‘Maya, you’ve got to change back...’ she said imploringly to the prone, 
aged bark face. ‘I don’t understand your usual biochemistry properly, let 
alone this one.’ She glanced helplessly at Vincent. They were both dressed 
in surgeons’ operating gowns and wore masks over their mouths. ‘At least I 
know something of her old body — I’d rather gamble with that than with 
something I know nothing at all about...’ She turned to the Bark Creature’s 
motionless form again. ‘Maya, you’ve got to change back — or you’|I die.’ 

The strange patient breathed shallowly. 

“You’re not getting through to her,’ Vincent said. He moved to the X-Ray 
and Thermographic Scanner, checking the readings with his practised eye. 
He said to Carter, who was also standing round the bed-side, ‘Your 
anaesthetic dart really worked.’ 

‘Maya, you have got to change,’ Helena repeated more urgently. 

Vincent switched on the X-Ray screen and they saw the alien workings 
of the creature’s insides. “The pressure is in here somewhere,’ he explained 


to Carter, pointing to a general area of sausage-like shapes. ‘We have 
nothing to compare. We have never seen anything like that before.’ 

He flicked another switch and more strange designs came on the screen. 
“Thermographic photographs. We have insufficient knowledge of this 
species to know what it’s all about. We can’t treat its injuries.’ 

“Then we just stand here and let Maya die?’ Carter asked incredulously. 

Vincent didn’t say anything. He moved instead to a rack of test-tubes and 
picked up a tube containing a pale amber-coloured fluid. ‘Her blood.’ He 
indicated another tube full of the same substance. ‘If we treat it we could 
upset the corpuscle balance. We don’t know what the hell we’re dealing 
with...’ 

Carter waved him silent. He tured to Helena. ‘When did Maya 
transform into this state?’ 

‘About forty-five minutes ago.’ 

‘Okay, you’re afraid to operate because you’re unfamiliar with its 
anatomy, right?’ 

She nodded with exasperation. 

‘All right then. All we have to do is wait another fifteen minutes. Maya 
can’t hold any form for more than an hour.’ 

‘I’ve already thought of that, Alan,’ Helena told him as patiently as she 
could. “The only problem is, it isn’t going to live another fifteen minutes...’ 
Her words served to impress this fact on her and she motioned to Vincent. 
‘Ben, there’s no other way. Assist me, please.’ 

Vincent looked frightened. ‘If you operate, you could kill her.’ 

‘But Alan’s right, we can’t just stand by and let her go,’ she told him. ‘At 
least she’ ll have a chance. Nurse...?’ 

The nurse whom she had assigned to the case stepped quickly forward. 

“We’ll make an incision here.’ Helena pointed to the Bark Animal’s 
chest. ‘If we can reach that blockage...’ 

Vincent interrupted her with a series of aggressive questions. ‘What if it’s 
not a blockage? What if it’s natural tissue performing a natural function?’ 

Helena feigned casualness. ‘Let’s find out.’ 

The nurse lifted the cover off the tray of sterilized surgical instruments 
and prepared to hand them to the doctor. 

‘All right, easy now,’ Helena said. ‘Here we go.’ She placed her scalpel 
in a cutting position on the tough grey skin. She was about to make the 


opening incision when her eyes were attracted towards the oscilloscope 
across which the slow, almost lifeless record of the animal’s heart-rate had 
been tracking. The pulse had petered out almost to a straight line. 

The creature’s eyes flashed dully open, and a death groan escaped its 
cracked lips. 

“You can’t operate!’ Vincent declared. ‘She’s not going to make it.’ 

Helena clenched her teeth. She withdrew the scalpel and pleaded once 
more with her motionless patient. At the moment of its death it seemed to 
have awoken. Its eyes rested on hers and seemed conscious of her. ‘Maya, 
you’ve got to change right now... you’ve got to change,’ she said with 
anguish. 

As though in response to her words the pitiful creature enveloped itself in 
the yellowish spindle of energy, indicating to those gathered round the bed 
that it was indeed about to change. They heaved a collective sigh of relief. 
It seemed to them as though, in the last second of her existence, Maya’s 
sanity had returned and she was converting back to her typical form. 

‘She can hear me, Alan...!’ Helena exclaimed. ‘She can hear me!’ 

But she spoke too soon. 

The light energy cleared and in place of the Bark Creature the outlines of 
a creature more hideous, more vicious than any that they had previously 
seen, slowly materialized. 

It had a large, ungainly head that seemed to be made of solid bone. 

It had a single giant eye of a lacklustre, mottled hue. 

Its appendages were calipered. 

Its body was cloaked in a long, shaggy down of fur. 

From its outrageous, skull-like head sprouted two enormous white tusks 
in a grim semi-circle of death. 

It lay motionlessly on the bed beneath the restraints, as though gathering 
strength. The pulse-rate reading on the oscilloscope quickened, and the 
Alphans round the bed stepped back with renewed alarm. 

Before the incensed being had a chance to break its bonds, Carter 
reacted, leaping to the Red Alert housing attached to the wall. By the time it 
had raised itself to a sitting position and madly knocked aside the figures of 
the nurse and the two doctors the emergency klaxons were sounding 
throughout the Moon Base. 


Startled by their shrill, whooping noise, it heaved itself powerfully off the 
bed and launched itself at the Australian. 

‘It’s mad with pain!’ Helena yelled warningly, staggering back to her 
feet. ‘The transformation didn’t wipe out all its injuries.’ 

But her words were no help to Carter, who was picked up and thrown 
heavily against the wall. Vincent found his legs and went to the Eagle 
Pilot’s help. He threw himself on the shaggy, humped back and began 
punching it savagely and ripping out its hair — anything to cause the 
monster to engage its unsavoury pair of antlers elsewhere. 

None too soon a squad of Security Guards, alerted by the klaxon, burst 
into the Centre. Their lasers held in front of them, they ran over to where 
the life and death struggle was taking place. 

‘Make sure you’re set on stun,’ Carter told them thickly as he staggered 
back on his feet. His lips were cut where his face had been slammed into 
the wall, and he felt as though he had been dipped, brains first, in a bath of 
sonic radiation. 

‘Fire!’ 

As one, the lasers blazed and struck the creature stabbing blows on its 
hide. Its hair erupted in flame and filled the room with choking, acrid 
fumes. It was soon totally enveloped in the numbing energy flow — more 
than other creatures many times its size could have endured — but it still 
continued to stand. Bellowing with rage and pain it moved through the 
astounded Guards and clipped them roughly aside. It disappeared through 
the doors in a cloud of smoke and fire, its white horns pointing upwards 
from the mélée like those of some prestigious and horrific agent of Satan. 


At the other end of the billion-year fracture in Time, Koenig stared grimly 
at the abandoned consoles and equipment bays of the derelict star ship. 

As the exterior of the ship had suggested to them, it had lain empty for 
hundreds of years. Strangely, parts of its electronic circuit were still 
functioning inside the alien equivalent of its Pilot Section. 

They had been able to dock using their grappling arms, and climb in 
through the torn hole in the hull. Unbelievably, they had then discovered 
that they could re-pressurize the cabin. They were able to activate the power 
supply and flood the room with as much heat and air as they needed. In 


addition to the Eagle supplies they now had sufficient protection for an 
unknown period of time. Fate could not have smiled at a more opportune — 
or unlikely — moment; although the relief it afforded them was little more 
than a drop in the desolate ocean of Space. 

They were filled more with curiosity than relief and they nursed a 
burning hope that the craft’s secrets would provide them with the way of 
getting back to Alpha. 

‘Check out the power source,’ Koenig told Verdeschi as they moved 
about the flashing instrument panels, testing the ship’s controls and trying 
to discover how it worked. ‘See if its fuel source is adaptable to our Eagle.’ 

Verdeschi scratched his head in puzzlement, not knowing where to begin. 
‘Okay,’ he said. He spied a large box of fuses on the far side of the spacious 
cabin and went to see if he could trace the cables back to their source. 

Koenig’s attention had been taken by a small viewing screen and a 
storage rack of cassettes. It was built into one of the most densely 
instrumented banks on the ship. He guessed that it was probably a part of 
the Main Computer. 

He pulled out one of the cartridges and pressed it into a slot at the base of 
the screen. Instantly the screen lit up and a series of inexplicable charts 
appeared on it. One by one he went through the cassettes, trying to find 
something that he could understand. The beings who once had navigated 
the beautiful craft did not seem to be too greatly superior to the Alphans in 
their level of technology, because much of it was recognizable. But there 
was no doubt that they had known a few more tricks. 

Verdeschi returned and viewed the screen with him. ‘Obviously a data 
bank,’ he commented. 

Koenig nodded. He took out the cartridge and replaced it with another. 

Verdeschi continued: ‘The power source is sophisticated. It’s quite a bit 
beyond our capabilities. In fact I don’t pretend to understand it...’ 

The image of an alien being flashed across the screen, its sudden 
appearance and startling looks causing them both to fall silent. Awed, they 
guessed that the tape was a message deliberately recorded for their ears. 
Perhaps it explained why the craft’s control section had been left so 
immaculately preserved. 

The being was a grass-hopper species of humanoid. It wore a military- 
styled hat bearing the emblem of the ship. Its long-dead insect’s eyes stared 


quizzically at them. Its antennae quivered. Its mandibles moved as it broke 
hesitantly into speech. 

‘This is Captain Duro, Commander of the Betanon Scout-Cruiser, 
Menon...’ it announced in a high, whispering, almost plaintive voice. They 
were immediately overwhelmed with feelings of acute melancholy and 
grandeur. 

“We were 12 parsecs distant from the Mothership Admenon when it 
disappeared into a Space Warp. That happened Star Time 12. It is now Star 
Time 32 and through all that long period I and my crew have been 
desperately trying to find that same entry into the Space Warp. 

“We thought we had pin-pointed the exact location of entry of the 
Mothership into the Space Warp. It was after we had made a number of 
unsuccessful attempts to enter the Space Warp that we realized our co- 
ordinates were wrong. Our ship suffered much damage. There was a fault in 
our Warp Locator. I set my engineers to work. 

“We were very close to attaining the correct co-ordinates when there was 
a malfunction in a power pod which caused an explosion, killing all my 
crew. I myself suffered a fatal wound. In the last few moments of my life, I 
am making this record so that if any other intelligent life arrives in this area 
they will have an explanation of these tragic events. The data relating to the 
Warp Locator is recorded on Cartridge 26. 

‘In the burial tradition of my species, I have ejected my crew members 
out into Space and at the conclusion of this report I will join them.’ 

The Commander of the Menon fell silent. His face twitched nervously 
again. Then his image faded out of existence. 

The two Alphans felt the sense of dejection grow. What had happened to 
the alien Commander and his Mothership had happened with them and the 
Moon Base. In a dissimilar but equally effective way it had also happened 
with the Moon Base and Mother Earth. 

‘If it’s any consolation to him... we know how he feels,’ Verdeschi said 
numbly. 

“We owe him for pointing the way,’ Koenig said respectfully. But there 
was no time for any feeling more befitting. ‘Cartridge 26?’ 

For some reason the cartridges were un-numbered and he had to count 
them out. Uncomfortably he realized that Cartridge 26 was one of the ones 


which he had already viewed and which had been almost completely 
incomprehensible to him. 


Security Guards armed with lasers flashed down the long, gleaming 
corridors of the Moon Base. TV monitors in the walls kept a total vigil of 
the stricken area. All personnel who were non-Security had been ordered to 
stay behind their locked doors. 

Carter touched the buttons on his control console, keeping himself 
visually in contact with the emergency. The Launch Reception Area 
appeared on the monitor and he watched the tight semi-circle of Guards 
waiting in front of the Travel Tube doors. The Tube had been reported as 
being in operation. He watched the doors gape open and the Guards tense. 
But they had no need of fear. The Tube was empty; Maya had well and truly 
managed to lose herself. He scowled with annoyance and worry and 
snapped the screen off. He punched another control and got through to the 
Life Support Centre. 

A technician appeared and stood dutifully before the screen. ‘Life 
Support,’ he announced. 

‘Anything?’ Carter asked him. 

‘It’s not in this area, Mr Carter.’ 

He cleared the screen and punched a general channel. ‘Attention all 
Security Personnel. Corridors are clear, Travel Tubes clear, Life Support 
Area clear, Levels C and D clear. Check levels A and B.’ 

His voice boomed out to all corners of the Moon Base, above and below 
ground. He turned anxiously to Helena, who was standing behind him. ‘It’s 
got to be somewhere on this Base.’ 

The doctor’s drawn face looked deeply thoughtful. ‘If Maya’s still in 
control... if her brain’s still feverish,’ she pronounced at length, ‘she’lI still 
be trying to get to Psychon.’ 

‘The Launch Pads are sealed off. She can’t get an Eagle,’ Sahn 
commented from her console. 

‘It might take a little time, but we’ll get her,’ Carter promised 
unconvincingly. 

Helena nodded, keeping up the wretched pretence that none of them felt. 
A far deeper, for her a more pressing thought haunted her soul. What about 


John? WHAT ABOUT JOHN? the dwarfed voice screamed out inside her, 
but it might never be answered. 


The locust-like visage of the Menon Commander was back on the screen. 
Unknown to Koenig, Cartridge 26, which he had briefly examined, also 
contained instructions from the alien interspaced in the perplexing chart 
diagrams and calculations. Presumably the dead Commander had reasoned 
that his instructions would help whoever tried to decipher them, but they 
only threw Koenig and Verdeschi into worse confusion. 

‘,.. this stage of the operation is critical,’ his whispering voice told them. 
His face was replaced momentarily by another of the meaningless diagrams, 
then re-appeared again. ‘However, the rest of the procedure is relatively 
simple.’ 

‘Simple!’ Verdeschi retorted. ‘Perhaps if we had Maya here.’ He gritted 
his teeth at the sudden feelings he had unwittingly dredged up inside. 

‘Well, we haven’t,’ Koenig said calculatingly. ‘I understand a part of 
what he’s trying to say... We’ll take the instructions across to the Eagle and 
study them.’ 

‘It’s a long shot...’ the Italian commented dejectedly. 

‘It’s a shot — now let’s find that Warp Locator.’ 

Once again they started searching the lockers and compartments of the 
Menon. 

At length they found what they were after. 

It was a complex set of probes which at one time had been attached to the 
exterior of the ship. Long ago, they had been brought in for repair. Whether 
or not they had been fully repaired, the Menon Commander had neglected 
to say. 

Now another thought struck Verdeschi. ‘John... even if we break through 
that Space Warp to the other side... we can never catch up to Alpha before 
we run out of fuel.’ 

Koenig did not answer until he had started climbing back into the various 
parts of his space suit. “Tony, it is my hunch that everyone on Alpha is 
working on that contingency.’ 


A waste of stars appeared on the Big Screen in the Command Centre. 


The two marker dots which had been superimposed on the picture to 
indicate the present position of the mad, hurtling Moon and the point of its 
Past emergence from the Time Fault, had drastically increased in distance 
from one another. A tiny, almost invisible dot of light lost among the stars 
had been marked with a red circle. It was the Eagle which had been left to 
greet Koenig and Verdeschi if and when they managed to make it. 

Carter called to Sahn while carefully studying the screen. ‘Patch me into 
the Refuelling Eagle.’ 

Helena’s presence was a continual reminder to him that as well as a 
rampaging out-of-control Psychon on their hands they still had the tragedy 
of Eagle One. 

Sahn obligingly punched a button. ‘Moon Base Alpha to Eagle Three... 
Moon Base Alpha to Eagle Three...’ 

‘Eagle Three to Moon Base Alpha,’ a glum voice replied. ‘Go ahead.’ 

Sahn punched more buttons and the image of the Eagle Three Pilot was 
transferred to Carter’s screen. 

“What’s your position, Eagle Three?’ he asked. 

‘E.T.A. to rendezvous point, seven minutes, twelve seconds.’ 

“Rendezvous point, we hope,’ Helena spoke softly to herself. Then to an 
absent Koenig: ‘My darling.’ 

Carter brought a more detailed picture of the Spacial Area on to the 
screen. Now there were three marker dots on it and the marker circle. The 
area of Space had been enlarged to include the estimated position of the 
Moon before it had entered the warp, and was marked by the third dot. 

“When you reach rendezvous point, cruise the area,’ Carter told the 
listening Eagle Pilot. 

‘For how long?’ the other asked. 

‘Until you’ve reached the point of no return,’ Carter answered 
cryptically. 

But the Pilot understood. He nodded and broke off the link. Just as he 
vanished, the monitor started bleeping furiously again and the pale face of a 
Security Guard came on the screen. 

‘Mr Carter, we’ve cornered the animal at Airlock 7,’ he reported 
breathlessly. ‘It seems hell bent on getting out of Alpha.’ 

Carter nodded. ‘On our way,’ he said. 

He and Helena rushed from their positions towards the exit. 


Perhaps fortunately for them all, Maya’s present manifestation, although 
more physically violent than the others, didn’t seem to enjoy basking in the 
laser beams quite so much. In fact, it pointedly avoided them. It had 
avoided the Travel Tubes, which it knew to be heavily guarded. It had 
chosen instead the airlock. But in a way, this was by far a more serious 
situation for the rest of the Alphans than the first. 

This thought was what compelled Helena and Carter to run so fast. They 
arrived exhausted at the scene, appalled by what they saw. A group of 
Guards were bunched together in the passageway, each aiming a laser at the 
horned creature which was mauling the airlock and shaking it violently. 

Between Carter and the Guards were gored bodies, cut and gashed and 
lying in pools of their own blood. 

‘It’s still trying to get to Psychon,’ Alan said, sickened. ‘It’s getting more 
desperate.’ 

‘If she smashes the airlock, explosive decompression will wipe out 
everyone in this section of Alpha!’ Helena cried. They raced towards the 
Guards. 

“You set on stun?’ Carter asked them. They nodded. “Then fire!’ 

The guns blazed out, once more enveloping the creature in a blaze of 
burning fire. But it shook the effects off and continued battering the airlock. 

Helena moved swiftly back along the corridor to the nearest wall 
monitor. She punched the frequency that would link her directly to the Main 
Computer. ‘Open inner door to Airlock Seven,’ she instructed it. She turned 
and watched the insensate Maya still on the attack. Slowly, the doors drew 
open of their own volition, responding to her instruction. Frantically, the 
creature moved inside and recommenced its assault — this time on the outer 
door. 

Carter, who had been watching with the Guards, turned round and looked 
at her in alarm. ‘What are you doing?’ he demanded. ‘If she gets out of that 
airlock on to the surface, she’ ll die instantly!’ 

Helena ignored him and turned back to the monitor. ‘Computer — close 
inner door to Airlock Seven.’ 

She turned and watched the doors close, trapping Maya. 

Carter was sprinting towards her. Before he could protest further she got 
Vincent on the screen. 

‘Medical Section,’ he announced. 


‘I want an anaesthetic gas cylinder down to Airlock Seven. Make it fast!’ 
she snapped. 

‘Right — I’m on my way.’ The connection broke and the screen went 
dead. She moved swiftly back to the airlock, followed by Carter, who now 
understood what she was trying to do. She activated the airlock screen and 
they soon had a picture of the enraged creature battering the outer doors. 

‘In that confined space the anaesthetic should have an immediate effect,’ 
she said. 

‘It'd better,’ Carter commented darkly. ‘Don’t forget she’s a different 
animal now from last time.’ 

The airlock doors were thick and strong and kept the deluded prisoner 
absorbed until Vincent arrived at the head of the corridor pushing a trolley 
at a break-neck pace. 

He charged through the Guards and brought the trolley containing the 
small cylinder of gas to an abrupt halt in front of the airlock doors. Carter 
grabbed the tank while Helena opened a small flap in the wall which read: 
‘Emergency Air Supply — Airlock Seven’. 

They screwed the cylinder adaptor nozzle into the receptor beneath the 
flap and switched on. A sharp hiss of escaping gas, muffled by the piping, 
told them that the anaesthetic was being administered. 

They watched the airlock interior gradually fill with a fine mist. The 
horned being inside momentarily switched its attention from the outer door 
to the hissing nozzle. Its single eye swelled out and shone warningly. Its 
body of burnt hair shuddered as it inhaled the gas. Then it turned 
obsessively back to its door-breaking task. Its movements were slower, and 
its banging had grown weaker. 

‘It seems to be working,’ Helena observed cautiously, remembering the 
mistake they had made last time. 

The anaesthetic gas now grew so dense that they could not see inside. 
They tried to peer through the cloud, watching with frustration to see if the 
gas had finally been successful. Carter snapped on the monitor’s audio 
switch so that they could hear the animal as well as see it. 

Immediately they were assailed by a series of growls and roars of a 
terrifying magnitude. They were far from being the cries of a being that was 
collapsing into unconsciousness. 


Amidst sudden breaks in the mist they saw that the contrary seemed to 
have happened. After the first few moments of its exposure to the gas, far 
from being sedated, the creature appeared to have been stimulated. It 
worked with a renewed ferocity at the door. 

Its horns levered the cracks. Its weight repeatedly smashed against the 
metal. Its calipered hands hammered incessantly, all the while emitting the 
awful roaring. 

As they watched, a sudden explosion of swirling gas occurred. 

The outer doors gave way and gas and creature were sucked out into the 
rocky airless passage which led up to the Moon’s surface. 

They observed in horror as it was bashed against the rock and thrown 
heavily to the passage floor. But they stared in outright amazement as it 
then staggered to its feet and began tottering unsteadily on its hind legs into 
the lunar darkness. 

‘Tt must have an air store the same way as a camel stores water!’ Vincent 
exclaimed, his eyes nearly falling out of his head. 

‘But how long will it last?’ Carter asked shakily. 

Helena sobbed out: ‘It doesn’t matter, does it? Maya can only hold that 
form for an hour!’ 


The cold, cleansing darkness engulfed the shambling awareness of the 
frightened, determined creature. 

A million thoughts flashed randomly in its head. A million directions to 
take. A million choices. A million decisions to make. 

Mentor’s face hovered in the midst of them. 

In the disorientated madness of the creature the wan spark that was still 
Maya fancied that the great gulf between the Moon world and her father’s 
planet had been bridged. She fancied that the journey was over. 

In breaking down the airlock doors she had undergone a kind of re-birth 
— an impossible journey to Psychon. 

And her father was here, now, waiting for her. 

In her mind she saw the scarlet and blue volcanoes of Psychon — the 
myriad varieties of flora and fauna that lived at their feet. She saw the 
fabulous cities of her father’s lost youth — proud cities that once had ruled a 
galaxy. 


He was standing among them, beckoning her. 

She ran on across the wastes of the Moon. 

The shambling, mixed-up creature staggered weakly over the rocks and 
boulders, gashing itself and letting the vacuum and the cold into its tough 
body. 

Its strength waned. 

Gaping, deadly craters miles deep waited to receive it where it perilously 
stumbled. 


CHAPTER FIVE 


The blistered, craggy surface of the moon stretched away towards the star- 
filled firmament. It was airless and barren. Contrary to some former 
theories about the Moon’s genesis, Life had never lodged there — in any of 
the varied and unlikely forms Life is capable of adopting. It was as barren 
and bleak and inhospitable now as the day, countless millions of years ago, 
when it had condensed from the same primal cloud of matter as had the 
Earth and the Sun. But then, the Moon had been young. Now, it was old. 

It was old and it was riddled through with cracks. Its land surface was 
unstable and likely to collapse. The atomic explosion in 1999 had weakened 
its structure further, and only a miracle had prevented more damage being 
done to it than had been. 

Sahn used the Moon Base’s powerful exterior cameras to survey the 
surface. She switched to a high magnification and resolution, and the 
picture on the Big Screen immediately clarified. 

A large crater appeared, rimmed by terrifying peaks miles high and 
surrounded by land pock-marked with many smaller depressions and 
outcrops of jagged rock. The giant Copernicus crater and the rest of the 
lunar surface was cast in deep shadow. Since the barren planetoid had been 
blown out of Earth Orbit away from the life-giving Sun, it had been 
illuminated only by star-light. 

Sahn switched to infra-red camera. The same picture reappeared, only 
this time it showed the scene in heat contours —all deathly cold except for 
two points of moving pinkness. One point was smaller than the other, and 
took the lead. It moved erratically among the boulders and ravines. The 
other point of light was slightly larger and followed behind, catching up the 
first. It was larger because it comprised the heat of two people instead of 
one. 


‘It’s approaching area Copernicus of the Copernicus Depression,’ Sahn’s 
voice crackled over the tiny radio receiver inside Helena and Carter’s 
helmets. ‘Its pace has slowed and you’re catching up fast.’ 


‘Its air supply must be running out,’ Carter commented in alarm. He 
squeezed the acceleration control of the tiny Moon Buggy that he and 
Helena were sitting in, but he couldn’t get any more speed out of it. 
Anyway, it would be dangerous to have done so. The Buggy had been 
designed with the Moon’s low gravity strictly in mind. 

They had set out five minutes after Maya’s dramatic escape. They had 
come on their own because Helena had insisted that too many pursuers 
would panic the horned creature. 

The open Buggy careered round rocks and bounced from side to side, 
almost throwing them from their small seats at a top speed of five miles an 
hour. Its headlights blazed in front of it, lighting up the shadowed rock 
formations and occasionally catching distant glimpses of the lunatic 
creature staggering about the boulders. 

There were so many obstructions in their path that it took them some 
time to catch up. At length the creature’s pace slowed so much that they 
were able to corner it in a gully-like clearing in the rock protrusions. 

Realizing it was trapped, it turned on them. 

Its burned body moved clumsily in the low gravity conditions; its tall 
white horns almost upset its balance as it bent down and, with its two 
calipered forelimbs, hauled a huge boulder out of the lunar dust. With 
soundless roars of rage it raised the boulder above its head and launched it 
at them. 

Carter yanked round the steering assembly of the Buggy, almost tipping 
it over, and swerved out of the way. The creature stooped down again. 
Frantically it tore up more boulders and jagged shards of rock and hurled 
the missiles at them. Carter responded by guiding the Buggy through the 
hail. Unable to deal with them all simultaneously the vehicle was eventually 
struck forcibly on the bonnet and its headlights smashed. 

The Buggy went out of control with the two space-suited figures inside it 
and slammed into a rock face. A numbing jolt shook Helena and flung her 
clear. Carter’s body smashed against the rock. 

Helena felt herself sail effortlessly through the air before striking the 
dusty ground and slowly cartwheeling over and over. At last she lay still, 
praying that her suit had not been snagged or her Life Support Pack 
damaged. Painfully, she re-orientated herself and sat up. She looked down 
at her suit through her visor, scrutinizing it as best she could in the starlight. 


At the far side of the clearing she made out the dark shape of the creature. 
Noticing that she had fallen from the Buggy, it was bounding silently 
towards her through the cold vacuum, hefting another of the massive 
boulders above its head. Its evil, coloured eye glowed with a sullen 
intensity. 

She struggled to rise in her bulky suit, but toppled over backwards and 
lay helplessly at the transformation’s feet as it loomed over her. She 
glimpsed the awful paleness of its bone head, its mindless eye, its savage, 
bared teeth and its two terrible horns. She screamed deafeningly inside her 
head-piece as it prepared to crush her. 

At the last moment a shape sprang at the creature’s flank side and 
knocked it sideways. The force altered its aim and the boulder deflected 
into the glassy dust at her side. 

The clearing was filling with grey dust clouds scuffed up from their feet 
and the manoeuvrings of the Buggy, and she found it difficult to see what 
had happened. Gradually, Carter’s outline came into view, attached to the 
back of the wildly bucking creature. She climbed awkwardly to her feet and 
went to his assistance. As she approached she watched with horror as 
Carter’s body was drawn over the creature’s back and tossed through the air 
towards a large boulder. The Eagle Pilot struck the rock and began sliding 
slowly down it, crumpling to the floor. 

Almost immediately she saw Carter twist and his gloved arm reach out 
helplessly for a part of his suit which she knew had been snagged. 

His precious air supply was being sucked into Space. The intense cold 
and the vacuum were seeping in to replace it. 

She launched herself off the ground to assist him. But her way was 
suddenly barred by the creature. She collided heavily with it and they both 
rolled over on to the ground. 

Unable to throw off its obnoxious clinging bulk, she tried instead to pull 
herself away from its clutches. Unencumbered by a suit, it eventually 
climbed off her and before she could rise, stood over her once more with a 
boulder. 

This time she was trapped. Carter had his hands full saving his own life 
and could not help her. 

The eye of the creature pulsed madly, bursting into a_ brilliant, 
psychedelic display of colours as though signalling its peak of energy. Her 


assailant drew itself up to its full height to deliver the boulder blow to her. 
Then, as she lay, paralyzed with the fear of her fate; a sudden seizure 
seemed to take hold of it. Its body began to shake violently. Its jaw opened 
and closed as though gasping for air. Its eye shone a vivid, wild crimson. 
The boulder still poised in its grip caused it to overbalance. It began a 
pitiful, strangely graceful fall backwards, in such a manner as to give the 
impression that the fall had been deliberately stage-managed. 

It landed heavily on its back, sending out cloud waves of dust from under 
it. It bounced slightly and then lay still. Its crimson eye went out. 

Sweating with fear, she climbed to her feet, then moved as quickly as she 
could back to the Buggy. She reached beneath the seats in a stow locker and 
brought out a small emergency bottle of air; then tried once more to reach 
Carter. 

His still, crumpled form had ceased to move. His visor was completely 
demisted and she suspected the worst. Acting quickly she replaced the 
empty bottle on his back-pack with the new one and turned it on. Then she 
examined his suit as best she could in the darkness. Mercifully for him he 
had managed to locate the snag and slap on a plaster from the emergency kit 
in his pocket. After doing that he must have passed out. 

He stood a good chance of recovery. 

As she leaned over him he stirred and opened his eyes. A patch of 
condensation formed over his visor and she heaved a silent sigh of relief. It 
took him a while to come round properly, and while she was waiting she 
called up Sahn in the Command Centre. 

‘Sahn, the animal’s running out of air...’ She paused in_ her 
announcement, peering through the timeless gloom at the darkened hump of 
Maya. She quickly explained what had happened. ‘If it transforms back into 
Maya, she will die instantly. I want an Eagle immediately,’ she finished. 
She snapped off her connection and turned her attention back to Carter. He 
was sitting up, his head lolling groggily from side to side. 

‘Alan...’ she began, speaking over the channel she had with him. 

‘I heard,’ he cut her off. Groaning, he struggled to his feet. ‘How long 
will she last?’ 

They moved towards the dying creature. It lay completely motionless, its 
blank eye facing the stars it had tried so desperately to get to. 


‘She can’t last more than a few minutes,’ Helena told him in desperation. 
As she spoke she scanned the body with a portable Life Detector and 
squinted at the meter reading. 

“Then the Eagle won’t be in time!’ Carter glanced at the Buggy crashed 
into the rock face. 

He began dragging the weightless, unconscious being towards it. She 
helped him and they soon had it slumped in the small passenger seat. He 
was about to climb into the Buggy to see if it worked when he felt sudden 
vertigo returning. Dizzily, he fell down to his knees. 

The doctor offered an arm to him, but he shook his head. ‘No, Helena...’ 
he gasped, breathing with difficulty. ‘I’ll wait for the Rescue Eagle. I’ve got 
air and heat now — I’ll be okay...’ 

She hesitated but knew he was right. One of them would have had to stay 
behind anyway, for their ungainly passenger was taking up most of the 
Moon Buggy’s room. ‘I’ll try and start it,’ she said, climbing into the 
driving seat. 

The Buggy, its front buckled from the impact, responded to her touch and 
she backed it away from the rock face. Then, glancing wordlessly down at 
Carter, she moved off at full throttle, sending up more clouds of dust into 
Space. The dust would take forever to settle, drifting aimlessly about, 
splitting up into particles, finally becoming so rarefied that the clearing 
would seem to have become devoid of its presence before any of its parts 
had found a resting place. 


The transference back to the Eagle had been completed safely. The Warp 
Locator probes had been assembled — one at either end of the ship. The 
cartridges and the advanced viewing, equipment they needed had been 
transported across and installed. 

Verdeschi and Koenig were studying the complex patterns stored on 
Cartridge 26. They were comparing them with similar grids stored in the 
memory of their own computer and wracking their brains to decipher them. 

They had made some headway. 

“We’ve got the co-ordinates — all we have to do is understand them,’ 
Verdeschi said frustratedly. He stuck his eye back to the eyepiece of the 
Locator. A faint blue light danced at the end of the tube. As he watched, the 


light turned from blue to red, from red to gold, from gold to blue. Other 
colours pulsed in the background — a spectacularly beautiful arrangement of 
colours and shapes. They had been able to discover fairly easily how the 
Locator worked. At least, they hoped they had. The nature of Time, 
according to the alien technology they were interpreting, was part rigid and 
part flexible — like rubber. It existed uniformly throughout the visually 
observable Universe, stabilizing Matter — a great mass of lucid, three- 
dimensional ‘substance’ pervading everywhere. Occasionally, when certain 
areas of it became ‘fluid’, compensatory movements caused it to compress 
in on itself. Sometimes it was compressed so hard a more rarefied ‘passage’ 
was ‘punched’ through it. Such faults in its structure persisted when the 
‘rubber’ set once more. 

When the Time-sensitive probes detected the precise coordinate of such a 
Warp, the colours in the tube would turn on pure white. 

‘We can’t go on forever,’ Koenig commented dully, turning from the 
screen. ‘We’|ll have to try with what information we’ve managed to glean — 
and sod the consequences.’ He eyed the curly black hair of the Italian, an 
expression of perverse amusement on his face. ‘Are you game?’ 

Without removing his eye from the Locator lens, the other grunted 
affirmation. ‘Start feeding it in and let’s hope Old Sally will take it.’ 

Koenig smiled. ‘Old Sally’ was the name that had been given to the 
Eagle on-board computer. 

Tensely, he turned back to the instrument bank and began making the 
connections. Soon Old Sally had it all inside her and she did not protest. On 
the contrary, she seemed quite pleased. When he activated the craft’s 
inertial guidance system she took over, and took it back to where the Moon 
had disappeared. Under her expert, programmed guidance, the Eagle 
underwent a new series of rolls and pitches; this time directed by the 
sensitive probes. 

Time wore on and Koenig settled down to the hard work of monitoring 
the manoeuvres, making sure that Sally had the correct data given to her 
from the probes. This was another part of the alien procedure he didn’t 
completely understand, but he did his best. 

‘One, two, five, six, seven, four, one... down to blue,’ Verdeschi called 
out. 


He marked in the entries on the graph record paper. He frowned. 
‘Shouldn’t we have some compensation factors?’ 

Verdeschi nodded, reading off the magnified dials below the dancing 
colours. ‘Coming up... Port thruster — 22.2 second burn. Inertia factor — 
green plus two.’ He looked up from the eye-piece, a hopeful expression on 
his face. ‘That’s it.’ 

Koenig sighed uncertainly as he made a quick calculation on a portable 
calculator. ‘Well... if that’s right, here are the coordinates... let’s hope 
they’re right.” He stood up and carried them over to Sally’s print-out. The 
computer’s figures were out by a mile. He gritted his teeth. ‘We’ve nothing 
to lose — so here goes.’ He moved to the computer feed-in point and 
punched the new co-ordinates they had worked out. 

They settled back once more to their checks as Sally accepted the 
information and modified her search programme. Now they could only 
wait... 

And hope that their interpretation was the right one. 


Helena paced impatiently ahead of the hospital trolley that carried the 
motionless form of the horned creature. She opened the Medical Centre 
door with her comlock, glad to be out of her suit and in the safety of the 
Moon Base again. 

The attendants wheeled the trolley inside and helped her off-load the 
unconscious body to the bed. Her Life Detector told her that there was still 
life. This creature was far stronger in constitution than the other and they 
might just be in time to save it. 

‘At least she’s still breathing,’ Vincent said, bending over the animal and 
putting his ear against the brittle, blackened skin of its chest. 

“Maya... Maya...” Helena called out insistently, softly. She didn’t expect 
encouragement so quickly, but a light in the creature’s eye, perhaps reviving 
somewhat upon being exposed to the air and the warmth of the Moon Base, 
started to shine. ‘Maya!’ she exclaimed excitedly. ‘Come back!’ 

Although the eye shone dimly, the creature registered no other signs of an 
increase in vigour. Vincent had finished attaching monitor electrodes to its 
skin and was checking the readings on the instruments. ‘You’re not making 
contact,’ he said. 


Helena’s excitement abated. She glanced at her watch. ‘She’s been in that 
form for almost an hour. She can’t hold it much longer. Then...’ She broke 
off. She didn’t know what ‘then’ would bring. 

Vincent said to her unhappily, ‘She hasn’t come back as Maya the last 
couple of times... what if she transforms into something even worse?’ 

He looked at her for her reaction. Unexpectedly he noticed that a beatific 
expression of joy had come over her face. Her eyes were shining radiantly 
with a compassion that, for most of the long time they spent on this case, 
she had been unable to show. 

Open-mouthed, he followed her downward gaze. 

The Psychon’s true body was at long last materializing from a weak and 
watery cocoon of the light energy she normally spun around her. 

Their efforts had not been in vain. 

A doctor’s satisfaction of seeing a patient reviving, or at least reverting as 
in this case, combined with the joy of being able to watch Maya’s face 
again, welled up inside them both. But, good doctors as they were, they 
declined from showing too much feeling, preferring to get on with the job. 
Without speaking to one another about the miraculous event that had 
occurred, they began their usual routines. 

“Temperature normal,’ Helena called out happily. 

Maya opened her eyes, hearing her voice properly for the first time. 

‘All life signs stable,’ Vincent reported from the flashing instrument 
faces. He grinned broadly at the awakening Maya. ‘All our instruments say 
you’re fine, Maya. How do you feel?’ 

The Psychon’s face still looked chalky-white. It looked drawn. Her eyes 
looked glazed. Her lips were blue. But as they watched, the barest flicker of 
a smile crossed the taut features that had not long ago almost become a 
death mask. 

Overjoyed, Helena ran to the Medical Centre monitor to announce the 
news to the Command Centre — and everyone else on Moon Base Alpha. 

But now, as she ran, the older, more intense anxiety that afflicted her 
came to the surface. Unsuppressed by more immediate concerns, it leapt up 
from inside her and gripped her with an indescribable feeling of terror. 


‘Refuelling Eagle maintaining position,’ Sahn informed, reading from her 
console. 

On the Big Screen in front of her the Eagle Ship hung motionless in 
Space. It was a vastly magnified image, detectable from this distance only 
by virtue of the fact that no impeding air molecules cloaked the Moon, 
enabling the giant camera-telescope mounted on its surface to have a clear, 
undistorted view. 

‘Have they anything to report?’ Carter asked her. He sat in Koenig’s 
Command Chair, still too shaky to stand much after his ordeal on the lunar 
surface. The Rescue Ship which had come for Maya had come for him 
instead. 

‘Just that they are almost at the point of “no return”.’ 

“Tell them to keep at it,’ he ordered, more sharply than he intended. The 
exhausting strain of Command was knocking a lot of the soft curves off 
him. He was about to press his palm wearily over his aching head when an 
exclamation from Sahn made him jump. 

“What is it?’ he asked her. He raised himself out of his seat and walked 
over to her. She was peering intently at her instrumentation. 

‘I’m getting peculiar readings from the area of the Refuelling Eagle,’ she 
told him. She looked tip at the Big Screen, as though expecting the picture 
on it to have altered. But the enlarged craft looked completely motionless, 
undisturbed. She frowned in puzzlement. 

“There’s nothing on the screen,’ Carter told her, equally puzzled. 

Sahn looked determined. ‘There’s something there, Alan. My sensors are 
picking up an enormous disturbance.’ 


The dancing colours in the tube had grown faint, and Verdeschi trembled 
with hope. 

The air in the Eagle Pilot Section where he and Koenig were working 
grew suddenly chill. The ship’s walls began bending and wavering in their 
visions. 

They had to stop what they were doing and stagger towards each other 
for support. 

“We must be going through the... the Space Warp,’ Verdeschi gasped. His 
lungs heaved painfully, trying to suck in the thin air. They clutched at each 


other, and as he spoke their bodies began to come apart. Their atoms and 
molecules expanded, forming tall, vaporous giants. 

The Eagle seemed to dissolve round about them into the amazing, 
swirling colours they had seen at the bottom of the Locator. The colours 
formed vast, circular walls — a vortex down which the Earthly human 
components began to fall at an ever-increasing speed. 

The colours faded away and the tunnel became white. Pure, blinding 
whiteness in which they felt no sensation of falling at all 

After a blink of eternity which might either have been a fraction of a 
second or a trillion light years, the white whirlpool began converting back 
into colours again. It became a streaking mass of golds, blues, greens, and 
reds that raced wildly around them. Gradually, these too faded away and 
they felt their bodies shrinking back to size again. The familiar banks of 
equipment bent and wavered into existence. Their bodies materialized 
before each other’s eyes. Soon, the Pilot Section was its old self again. Sally 
hummed and clicked. Lights flashed and winked reassuringly. The Time 
Storm had left them as suddenly and mysteriously as it had come. 

Koenig was the first to realize that they were actually through the Warp. 
He kicked off weightlessly across the cabin towards the control panels. 
Tensely, he stabbed at the button that would give them the link with Alpha. 

The tiny screen flickered, then burst into life. It showed the new field of 
Space, and speeding towards them snout first was the rescue Eagle Ship, its 
cabin lights blazing warmly through the empty sea. 

‘Do you see what I see?’ he cried exultantly to Verdeschi. The Security 
Chief appeared behind him and looked over his shoulder. 

He whooped with childish delight. “We made it!’ he cried, jetting around 
the cabin. 

Koenig reached for the buttons again, about to depress one of them when 
the monitor signal light bleeped. The image of the Eagle Ship vanished. It 
was replaced with a clear picture of Sahn’s smiling features. 

‘Alpha to Eagle One...’ she called. ‘Alpha to Eagle One...’ Evidently, she 
knew they were there. ‘Come in, Eagle One... Do you read me?’ 

Verdeschi stopped his celebrations and stood still once more by Koenig’s 
side. He beamed happily into the communicator. ‘We read you,’ he said, 
almost reverently. ‘And we see you, and we hear you!’ 


‘Eagle One to Alpha — go ahead!’ Koenig grinned, sure now that there 
was no mistaking that they had arrived. They had come back. They had 
travelled across Space and Time — and now he allowed himself a moment’s 
indulgence, to think of the woman he loved. 


But behind him, behind the dark endless miles of Space, the ripples they 
had cast in the Time Pool were still expanding. The ripples spread out into 
the furthermost reaches of the stars, demanding that the physical laws of the 
Universe be satisfied, that the compensatory adjustments to the 
interweaving fabric of Matter and Time be made. 

Time stretched again. 

Somewhere, somehow, another helpless space craft was tossed on its 
dark waves. It was drawn into their wash and dragged down into the new 
Warp. Another helpless, Time-tossed capsule from a remote alien 
civilization... 

The speeding Moon had got out of step and the disturbances it was 
creating were attracting a whole series of unlikely catastrophic events 
towards itself. 


CHAPTER SIX 


The sparkling tepid waters of the swimming pool washed sensuously 
against her skin. The water toned and enlivened her. Its gentle, liquid 
pressures banished the weariness other duties had caused. It brought 
memories of the cool blue lagoons, the tinkling mountain streams and the 
gushing waterfalls of Earth. In fact the water in the small health complex 
was probably clearer and purer than any that would have been found on her 
home planet. Ironically, although still splendidly beautiful, Earth was also 
severely polluted. 

She swam languidly across the pool towards the steps and climbed out. 
She shook the water from her ears, tossing her short blonde hair from side 
to side. Then she strolled along the path through the garden towards the 
changing rooms. 

As well as a swimming pool, the Moon Base Health Complex comprised 
a sauna and solarium, a squash court, and a gymnasium. Apart from the 
Hydroponics Section where Alpha’s vegetable food was grown, it was the 
only Earth-like part of the Moon Base. During off-duty periods it provided 
a welcome contrast to the clinical squareness and lines from which the 
remainder of the Base seemed to be fashioned. 

The recent ordeal with Koenig and Maya over, Helena was feeling 
particularly good, and was taking every advantage of the relative peace in 
order to make up for the hours of tension and sleeplessness which she had 
endured. She waved happily to other members of the Moon Base who were 
sunning themselves on the grass beneath the artificial sunlight. They too 
were as happy as it was possible for unwilling prisoners to be. 

She passed through the steaming sauna — not her preference — and into 
the empty changing room. Most people were clever, she thought, eyeing the 
piles of discarded clothing. They avoided employing themselves in 
responsible jobs and relaxed while they could. But she, alas, had had 
ambitions, and forever paid the cost. A doctor’s work was never done, 
especially a head doctor’s. 


She wrung and dried her hair with a large beach towel. She dried her ears 
and face and took off her red and gold bikini. Lazily, she towelled the rest 
of her body down, savouring the free moments. Finally, she got dressed, 
donning the awful regulation-grey jumper and pale blue jammer tunic that 
she had to wear on top of it. She brushed her hair and tidied herself up as 
much as she could with the inadequate facilities. The moment of magic 
over, she stepped out of the rooms into the corridor, back into grey routine, 
back into responsibility. 

Koenig was away again, as he always seemed to be these days, heading 
an expedition to locate suitable planets for colonization. After they had 
emerged from the Space Warp they discovered how close they had been 
brought to several medium-white suns of an Earth-type. It had been 
impossible to resist looking closer. The desire to find colonizable planets 
was as strong as ever among the Moon Men — even though they had 
managed to adapt much better to their claustrophobic prison. 

But she didn’t object to Koenig being away. She worried about him, 
naturally — but worry was something one had to accept if one found oneself 
in love with a Space Commander. After he had successfully managed to 
find his way back through the Warp and after things had quietened down, 
they had made a point of spending a few complete days together — he and 
she, and Maya and Verdeschi, another couple who needed a well-deserved 
break after the long period of separation. While they shirked their duties, 
Carter had volunteered to continue in his post as Acting Commander. 

Now the holiday was over. She stepped smartly towards her quarters, her 
mind automatically re-adjusting again to her job. She found herself 
pondering over one of her persistent concerns — the question of human 
adaptability. As she had been thinking not long ago, the Alphans had more 
or less adapted to their new lives away from Earth. But now she found 
herself questioning that assumption. She had evidence of late that distinctly 
showed that if most people had adapted, a few hadn’t. 

She found herself thinking in particular of a small group of people who 
had recently been behaving extremely rebelliously — and they all seemed to 
revqlve around one man. He was a big, fat, ginger-haired, one-time welder 
called Sandor. ‘One-time’ because he was now ‘unemployed’. He had gone 
on strike, refusing work. And to strike in a colony the size of the Moon 


Base, in a colony drastically vulnerable to slight irregularity in the work 
routines, just wasn’t on. 

She had reached her room when the monitor bleeped. Maya announced 
herself. 

“Ready yet?’ the Psychon asked her, smiling. 

Helena nodded. ‘I just can’t manage to give it up... luxury, I mean!’ 

“Who can?’ Maya sniggered. She grew more serious. “Talking of work, it 
looks like there’s more of it on the way.’ 

Helena raised her eyebrows. ‘Oh? In what form, may I inquire?’ 

‘In the form of an amazingly advanced, amazingly large visitor from the 
North Quadrant.’ 

‘Is he handsome?’ 

‘He is not.’ 

“You mean a space ship? Another space ship?’ 

‘I do.’ 

‘What next!’ Helena’s amusement replaced itself with a look of mock 
resignation. “You sure it’s not John returning down a black hole?’ 

They exploded into laughter again. 

‘Okay, then I’d better be along, I suppose,’ she admitted. ‘Just give me a 
moment to plaster on some of my stuff.’ 

Maya broke off. Her face with its charming smile disappeared, and 
Helena hurriedly applied her make-up. She gave herself a last once-over in 
the dressing-table mirror, and rushed out. 


The alien craft hung among the stars depicted on the Big Screen. 

It seemed more sinister than its predecessor — partly because it was intact, 
and obviously manned; partly because of its sheer size and strange design. 
Its design looked advanced — fantastically advanced, compared with the 
Alphan Eagle Ships. 

Yet Maya was less worried about it than Carter and Verdeschi, for she 
had seen ships like it on Psychon — of an identical technological level. To 
her it seemed more logical to suppose that its highly-evolved crew were 
benignly rather than malignantly disposed. She tried to convince her Alphan 
friends of this fact, but without much success. They were doggedly sticking 


to their procedure, and that procedure was to assume nothing, to check 
everything. 

She sighed good-naturedly as she watched the craft drawing closer. She 
had a lot to be grateful for. Despite their intellectual inferiority her friends 
certainly had a more highly-evolved ethical code of behaviour. They were 
humane and they stuck by their friends. Theirs was a species that would 
prosper in almost any situation; it had great ability to adapt and succeed, 
and this more than made up for its weaknesses. 

And when they had nervous breakdowns they didn’t put a whole 
civilization in jeopardy as she had done, she smiled to herself. 

After the worst of her illness was over, and she lay nearly dying in the 
Medical Centre bed, Helena and Vincent had nursed her back to normality 
again. They were helped by a little molecular auto-surgery of her own, 
although she wasn’t going to tell Helena about that. 

It was the second breakdown she’d had in her life. Breakdowns were 
fairly common occurrences in her species and were another penalty that she 
had to pay for being extra-bright. Both of her breakdowns had occurred for 
the same reasons — on Earth humans called it dreaming; on Psychon it was 
called a breakdown. Both human dreaming and Psychon breakdowns served 
exactly the same purpose. They re-ordered, re-programmed the mind. The 
difficulty was that whereas on Psychon her behaviour would have been 
expected and adequately contained, on the Moon there were no provisions 
for it. 

She hoped that now everyone knew about her proneness to breakdowns, 
that when the next one happened they would be able to control her better. 
She hadn’t wanted to tell anyone about them before now because she had 
felt slightly frightened to. 

She turned her attention back to the screen. She studied the print-outs on 
her console, then glanced at Verdeschi. “Tony, it’s in a position to go into a 
high orbit around us.’ 

The ship was almost saucer-shaped, with a collar of glowing portholes 
around it. The circular shape was broken by its nose, which swept sleekly 
forward towards them. At the end of the nose was a glowing red globe in 
which they assumed lay the control section. Its speed was excessive, many 
times faster than that of the Eagles, and she was obviously a star-going 
vessel. 


‘Magnify!’ Verdeschi ordered. While Koenig was away he had now 
become the Acting Commander. 

Yasko, their oriental Computer Operator, made the necessary adjustments 
and the image on the screen grew even larger. Now it almost filled the 
Command Centre with its presence. The lights pouring off seemed to shine 
into the very room. 

Carter whistled. ‘Our Eagles are Model T’s compared to that.’ 

‘It’s changed course.’ Yasko frowned, studying her readings. ‘Heading?’ 

‘Directly towards us.’ 

‘IT don’t like it,’ Helena said from behind them as she came into the room. 
They looked round at her. ‘It’s too... I don’t know, arrived too quickly after 
the other...’ 

Verdeschi nodded. He looked grim. ‘I know,’ he agreed. He was about to 
add something else, but pressed a communicator button instead. The 
console screen in front of him lit up and an engineer from the Weapons 
Section appeared on it. 

‘Prepare lasers,’ he told the engineer. “Target — approaching ship!’ 

Maya heard him and looked alarmed. ‘But I’m quite sure...’ she began. 
He cut her off. 

“We can’t take chances,’ he told her. ‘There’ll be no harm done, unless 
they try anything first.’ 

Maya shrugged. She had strong feelings about this one that it was going 
to be all right. Something about the ship’s design niggled her. She felt that 
she knew it from somewhere, but her memory was unclear. 

Their attention was suddenly arrested by the image of the star ship 
vanishing from the screen. It vanished abruptly, replaced by white flashes 
and patches of intergalactic static. 

Verdeschi turned to Yasko in consternation, but she looked as startled as 
he. He pressed several of the buttons in front of him, but with no success. 
He was about to order an inspection of the communications system when 
the white, crackling static disappeared as quickly as it had come. In its place 
appeared the stunningly beautiful image of.a humanlike woman. 

Her hair was golden and her cheeks were rosy red. Her eyes were blue 
and sparkled like clear water. Childlike innocence reigned on her features, 
enhancing their natural beauty, filling her with a divine radiance that 
effused off her and out of the screen. 


The Alphans were staggered. Never had they seen such exquisite looks. 
They gaped, waiting for her to speak, which at length she did. But when she 
spoke she surprised them again. Instead of hearing the happy, bubbling 
voice they expected, they heard instead a voice that was grave and heavy 
with fear. It was sad and urgent, and it filled them all with a profound, 
unknown horror. 

‘Permission to land... urgent... we require permission to land...’ she 
broadcast, without formality. 

There was an intense silence during which the listening Alphans shuffled 
uncomfortably. Verdeschi was the first to speak. ‘Identify yourself, please.’ 

The hauntingly beautiful face creased slightly, showing the first outward 
signs of the gravity that lay inside it. ‘My name is Sahala,’ she began, as 
though beginning a mournful fairytale. ‘I come from the Galaxy of Croton. 
We were sucked through a...’ She hesitated, ‘...we went through a kind of 
disturbance. One of my crew is dead, another severely injured. I am left 
alone to control this ship. Will you permit me to touch down?’ 

A look of acute sympathy appeared on Carter’s face. Plainly attracted by 
the strange woman’s beauty he was about to give consent on behalf of the 
Moon Base, forgetting for an instant that he was no longer in a 
Commanding position. He was cut off by Verdeschi. 

‘No!’ the Security Chief said unequivocally. ‘You do not have permission 
to touch down.’ 

Carter gasped. He turned on Verdeschi. ‘But she says she has injured on 
board, Tony!’ 

‘Sahala, you say you have Death on board your ship,’ Helena addressed 
the Alien gravely. ‘Is it illness?’ 

The woman hesitated. ‘That is true,’ she said in her mournful voice. ‘We 
have a plague on board... but isolated... there can be no danger to you.’ Her 
voice rose and became more pleading. ‘Please help us.’ 

Helena and Verdeschi exchanged looks. The Italian looked distinctly 
unsettled. He turned to Maya. ‘Run a scan on that ship.’ 

Maya obeyed. She operated her controls, activating the delicate scanning 
sensors outside the Moon Base which now locked on to the craft. Sheets of 
print began pumping out of the computer and she began studying the data 
on them. As she looked she calculated rapidly in her head, and was soon 
able to make her report. ‘Croton,’ she stated. ‘Our Psychon astronomers did 


identify controlled sources of photon emission in the Third Galaxy... 
Scanner confirms the ship is photon driven.’ 

‘Armament?’ 

‘It has no armament.’ 

Verdeschi nodded with satisfaction. ‘Helena, will you get a medical team 
to the Launch Area to look after the injured. Wear anti-contamination suits 
and check that there’s absolutely no danger to us from the plague ship 
before you board her.’ 

Helena nodded, already on her way out. 

He turned back to the screen, unsmiling. “You have permission to land.’ 

The alien’s face almost contorted with gratification. ‘Thank you,’ she 
said to them. ‘Thank you a thousand times.’ Her wondrous image vanished 
and the white static re-appeared. 

Carter looked mortified at the loss, but picked up interest again when the 
picture of the Croton ship was returned to the screen. 

The alien ship was now extremely close to them. While its Commander 
had been negotiating landing permission she had taken her craft almost to 
the Alphans’ Launch Pads, as though anticipating permission. 

The screen cleared again, and the next shot was of the ship manoeuvring 
to touch down. Unnerved, Verdeschi turned to Carter and Maya. ‘Alan, you 
and Maya meet that landing party. Make sure there’s no threat...’ 

They ran hurriedly from the Centre. 


Wearing anti-contamination suits, Helena and a crew of Medical Attendants 
were already on their way to the Launch Reception Area. The Travel Tube 
in which they sat slowed to a halt. The doors opened and they rushed out, 
wheeling trolleys and hefting medical bags and equipment. 

A heavy guard had been mounted at the doors leading to the Eagle 
Hangars — the doors through which the alien party would enter. As the 
doctor arrived the Guards waved her to stand back. She complied, 
impatiently. But she didn’t have to wait long. The doors soon opened and 
framed in them the rapturous Sahala, infinitely more radiant in the flesh. 
Supported in her arms was a young, equally attractive Croton female — 
attractive, but obviously seriously injured. 


Helena started forward in alarm. The Guards, seeing no apparent threat, 
allowed her through. At first she was too stunned to speak to the alien 
Commander, concerned only for the injured girl. She began an examination 
while the other woman obligingly held her for inspection. 

The girl’s skull and face were bloody and had already been clumsily and 
inexpertly bandaged. Her body had been bruised extensively and many of 
her bones broken. She was only barely alive and should never have been 
moved from her bed. 

Appalled at the extent of the injuries and the slipshod manner in which 
they had been attended to, she threw a sharp, reproachful glare at the 
Commander. Sahala shrugged defensively, her hauntingly beautiful face 
flushing with deep embarrassment. 

‘I’ve been on my own,’ she pleaded. ‘We had no medic. Just us three on a 
routine run... we had no reason to expect... catastrophe.’ She looked 
concerned. ‘You are a doctor? How is Yesta?’ 

Helena nodded, relenting, but confused by the alien’s manner. Such 
startling beauty and such deep sincerity which she seemed to display, 
married incongruously. ‘It’s a possible skull fracture,’ she replied. She 
motioned to her medics who wheeled the trolley over. ‘She’s lost a lot of 
blood. She might stand a chance if we rush her to the Operating Theatre 
immediately,’ she advised. Meeting no opposition to her proposal she 
helped the injured child on the trolley and began wheeling her back to the 
hospital. 

Sahala trailed behind, showing flustered anxiety. “But with your help we 
can save her. We must.’ 

‘How did it happen?’ Helena asked. 

“We have a criminal on board — one who almost destroyed our 
civilization.’ Sahala paused dramatically. ‘My mission is to deliver him to 
exile on Theselina — the most distant planet of the Croton system. For a few 
disastrous minutes, he broke loose... after our instruments broke down and 
we were dragged off course by a Time Warp.’ She pointed a slender, well- 
manicured finger at Yesta. “This is the result.’ 

They paused while they wheeled the trolley into the Travel Tube and 
dragged in their equipment. Under Helena’s watchful eye the medics were 
already applying preliminary treatment to the patient, stopping the bleeding, 
cleaning the wounds and administering a sedative. She listened intently to 


the Commander’s woeful tale, wondering whether to believe it or not. She 
was still worried about one point. ‘This criminal, then,’ she stated. ‘He is 
the nature of the plague you carry.’ 

Again the woman hesitated, as though inventing. But she sounded weary 
when she said: ‘Yes. And we have him safe in isolation again.’ 

Helena nodded, relieved. 

The Tube whisked them away and they soon reached the underground 
section of the Moon Base. Carter and Maya, accompanied by two more 
Guards were waiting there to meet them. 

‘We will take Yesta right to Medical Centre for a full check,’ Helena told 
Sahala as they wheeled the trolley out. 

“Thank you,’ Sahala muttered. Her eyes had met Maya’s and a sudden 
tenseness came over her. 

Carter, already taken by the woman, was staring at her, almost entranced, 
unable to use his laser. The two Guards, put off the alert by the apparent 
lack of danger, were gazing in awe at the stricken beauty of the unconscious 
child. 

They did not notice Sahala’s agitation turn to fear. Before anyone could 
stop her the she-goddess had reached inside her sleeve and had drawn out a 
small hand weapon which she directed at the Psychon. 

Maya stared frozenly at her, paralyzed by recognition. 

The weapon spat out a violet ray and Maya crumpled to the floor, 
engulfed by it. 

She lay ominously still. 

Helena stared, aghast. Too late, Carter and the two Security Guards drew 
their own weapons. They were about to return the fire when Sahala 
unexpectedly threw her gun to the floor in a gesture of surrender. Her eyes 
blazed wildly and her breasts heaved violently as though from great 
exertion. 

Helena turned on her. Her face was ashen. ‘What have you done?’ 

Sahala’s beauty grew intense. It seemed almost to be a living, 
independent thing that existed symbiotically with her, like a soul. 

‘What I had to do,’ she replied, with such burning fervour, with such 
utter conviction that they felt devastated. 


CHAPTER SEVEN 


“Why did you do it?’ Verdeschi stormed, pacing in agitation up and down 
the small, well-guarded detention room where Sahala now sat. 

‘Because she is a Psychon!’ Sahala shouted, in such a tone as to imply 
that it was the right of all rational beings everywhere in the Universe to kill 
Psychons on sight. 

‘And that gives you the right to shoot her?’ the Chief yelled angrily. ‘Just 
because she’s a Psychon?’ 

“Yes!” she exclaimed passionately. ‘Because of what they’ve done to my 
people... we were...’ 

‘I don’t care what you were,’ Verdeschi remonstrated wildly. ‘If Maya 
doesn’t come out of this, you’re going to remain in detention for the rest of 
your life!’ 

They were going round in circles. They had been holding this 
interrogation for several hours. Each time he had had to leave her to cool 
down. Each time he had gone back. He realized he was prejudiced by his 
own personal feelings for Maya, and he shouldn’t have been the one to 
interrogate her. But there was no one else with sufficient authority and the 
strength of mind to do it. Helena was busy saving Maya’s life. Carter was 
obviously the wrong person. Koenig was absent. Maya was... Maya was... 
He turned angrily to the communicator and stabbed at a button. Helena’s 
white face appeared on the screen. 

‘Not a thing,’ she reported. ‘There’s not even an indication of decay. Just 
a kind of... suspension. I’ve never come across anything like it.’ 

He turned on Sahala again. ‘For the rest of your life!’ he yelled at her, 
red-faced. Her arrogant beauty, her seeming lack of concern or care for 
what she had done, enraged him all the more. He felt like striking her. 

‘Please...!’ she beseeched, unconvincingly. ‘Let me tell you...’ 

“You can’t tell me anything!’ 

Carter stepped forward. ‘Tony, give her a chance!’ 

Verdeschi was livid. ‘She gets nothing.’ He spun on his heels and stalked 
out of the room. 


Carter stood helplessly before her, drawn by her radiantly unnatural 
looks, confused by her uncompromising hatred of Maya. He couldn’t 
understand her. Helpless feelings of tenderness arose inside him. Intuitively, 
he realized that she had been mistaken and wronged by Verdeschi, that she 
had a genuine grievance, that she had an explanation. 

“Thank you for trying to be kind,’ Sahala purred mournfully to him in a 
voice so silken soft that he had to forcibly suppress his desire to hold her to 
him. 

‘Well, it’s not that I’m a better listener than Tony,’ he spluttered foolishly. 
‘It’s just that Maya means an awful lot to him.’ 

She nodded. She arose from her seat and walked theatrically about the 
room. She looked so pained, so hurt, so misunderstood, and so 
overwhelmingly sad. 

“The Croton System is made up of many peoples and many planets,’ she 
told him, ‘of which my planet, Norvah, was one. Over thousands of dekons 
it has been cultivated into a peace-loving federation...’ 

“The planet Psychon... was that a member?’ Carter asked gently. 

She shook her head. Her cold blue eyes looked faraway and a violent and 
tempestuous emotion welled inside her again. ‘We didn’t know of its 
existence until the arrival of one named Dorzak...’ She pronounced the 
name ‘Dorzak’ with such graceful scorn and vehemence that Carter was 
taken aback. ‘He came in a space ship with other Psychons. They begged 
for refuge, stating that their own planet was about to be destroyed.’ 

A sudden memory struck Carter. ‘Maya knew that some of her people 
had left Psychon before it blew up, but she never knew if they made it to 
another star system.’ 

She gave a bitter shrug of her smooth, bared shoulders. ‘We welcomed 
them on Norvah. Technologically they were very advanced and for a time 
we thought ourselves lucky. But in time we realized that the Psychons were 
a virus that would destroy our society.’ 

Carter frowned. He tried to sound reasonable. ‘You’ve got something off- 
balance. Maya’s no virus.’ 

“You don’t know Psychons like we do!’ she exclaimed. “Their power is 
insidious. Dorzak incited to violence people who had been at peace for 
thousands of years.’ 


‘But you said Dorzak’s the prisoner on your ship...?’ Sudden realization 
dawned. 

“Yes. We developed a weapon to defeat him... and the psychology to use 
it.’ 

“The weapon you used against Maya...?’ 

She nodded. ‘The staser.’ She had been facing the wall with her back to 
him. She was driving him to distraction with her beauty, not just confined to 
her face, but in every centimetre of her fabulously slender and well- 
proportioned limbs. Her sparse, but delightful gown seemed calculated to 
arouse the maximum stimulation in him. She abruptly turned and faced him, 
her tousled beauty too much for him to bear. 

‘Please help me,’ she begged. 

He reached out a hand to touch her and she took hold of it, pressing it 
warmly to her breast. 

A fire spread through him and he knew that he believed the woman 
implicitly. But drawing him back from the brink of his devotion were his 
other loyalties and his training. He hesitated. ‘If Maya doesn’t recover...’ 

She seemed surprised. ‘Crotons don’t kill. That was our weakness against 
Dorzak.’ She squeezed his hand. ‘TI can bring her back.’ 

Carter nodded, relieved. ‘Do that and you will get Tony on your side.’ 

‘She’s in stasis.’ Sahala hesitated. She looked uncertain. “The only way 
to control a Psychon. You don’t realize the danger we face if I have her out 
of it.’ 

Carter looked pleadingly at her. Pleadingly because he loved her, and 
above all other things he wanted her freed. He wanted her to be cleared so 
that he would be in a position to declare his love more openly to her. ‘You 
must release her from it. That’s the only way I can help you... if you bring 
her back.’ 

Reluctantly, she conceded, and Carter reached enthusiastically for the 
monitor. 


The Medical Centre filled with people as Sahala, under strong escort and 
led by Carter, entered the room to perform her restorative work. 

She carried a small, pencil-like instrument which she had been allowed to 
obtain from her ship. Helena and a group of nurses were already in 


attendance around Maya’s bed. Next door to Maya lay the young alien, 
Yesta, still unconscious. She had been operated on and rebandaged. 

Maya’s body was attached by electrodes to a complex array of 
monitoring instruments measuring her heart-rate, perspiration rate, blood 
pressure, brain waves and other vital functions. All her readings were down 
and she lay quite motionless. Already severely weakened from her ordeal 
with her breakdown, her system now had had to put up with another 
effrontery. 

Helena looked scornfully at the Croton Commander as the latter bent 
down over the prone figure. She clenched her fists, wondering whether to 
intervene and call the whole operation off. She didn’t trust the Croton one 
bit. 

A golden ray, pencil-thin, emanated abruptly from the instrument. Sahala 
began playing it over various parts of the Psychon’s body, as though 
practising an advanced kind of acupuncture. As she worked the Alphans 
watched Maya’s face anxiously for signs of life. 

At length, and without looking, the Croton proffered Verdeschi an open 
hand. ‘Staser?’ she asked, with all the style of a professional surgeon. 

Verdeschi hesitated, filled with suspicion. 

Sahala turned to Carter. ‘Can you convince him to trust me?’ 

‘Let her prove you wrong, Tony,’ Carter pleaded. ‘I’ve spoken to her...’ 

Verdeschi decided. Tight-lipped, he handed over the gun, then beckoned 
to his Guards to draw closer. 

Sahala took the gun and made an alteration to the dial at one end. She 
then placed its nozzle at the centre of Maya’s forehead. As though 
anticipating trouble at this she turned to Verdeschi and caught him starting 
forward to arrest her. But Carter stopped him with a touch on the shoulder. 
Carter smiled at her encouragingly. She smiled slowly back at him in 
acknowledgment. Once more she tured to the Psychon, and this time 
pressed the control. In front of the stunned assembly Maya’s body began 
pulsing with the eerie, violet light. 

Helena turned in alarm to her instruments, but her agitation turned to 
pleasure when she took the first reading. ‘Her heart... I’ve got a pulse!’ 

Relief surged round the bedside. They were even more assured when 
Maya’s eyelids fluttered open. Helena moved back to her. She placed a 
hand on her forehead. ‘How do you feel?’ 


‘I... I feel fine...’ Maya began, faintly. There was a puzzled tone in her 
voice. She sounded surprised that she had recovered so quickly. She sat up 
and spied Sahala and her puzzlement tummed to indignation. ‘Why? Why did 
you do that?’ she shouted at the Croton. 

Sahala’s countenance had now completely changed. For once her beauty 
took second place to the strong feeling of revulsion that rose inside her. 
“You’re a Psychon. I have had experience with Psychons.’ 

Maya recoiled. ‘Get her away from me!’ 

Carter stepped forward diplomatically. ‘Wait a while, Maya...’ he began 
lamely, his arms outstretched to the two women in an appeal for calm. But 
Maya would not be calmed. 

‘GET HER AWAY FROM ME!’ she exploded. The energy drained from 
her and she collapsed weakly back on the bed. 

‘Easy, Maya,’ Helena crooned after a shocked silence. With a nod of her 
head she indicated to Carter to remove Sahala. 

‘I want her back in detention,’ Verdeschi added. He looked hatefully at 
the Croton. 

Sahala glared resentfully at him. Carter tried to protest, but to no avail. 
Brutally, Verdeschi continued: ‘With a Guard outside her door at all times.’ 

In despair, Carter took Sahala’s arm, but she shook him off and paced 
angrily out of the room. Carter threw his hands up in the air in frustration, 
his attempt at reconciliation shattered, and followed her out. 

Verdeschi turned back to Maya and said, gently, ‘Maya, one of the space 
ships that escaped from Psychon before your planet blew up... it seems that 
it made it to the Croton system.’ 

After a moment’s reflection on his words, sudden joy swept through 
Maya’s frame. She opened her eyes and propped herself up on her elbow. 
‘But that’s wonderful!’ Her delight faded when she saw that they did not 
share her optimism. ‘Isn’t it?’ 

Helena explained to her. ‘Apparently they didn’t behave very well when 
they got there.’ She paused. ‘Dorzak...’ 

‘Dorzak!’ the other cried excitedly. 

‘He turned on them,’ Verdeschi told her. “Tried to take over... according 
to Sahala.’ 

Maya looked outraged at mention of the Croton’s name. ‘She’s lying!’ 

‘He incited an insurrection on her planet, Norvah.’ 


‘She’s lying, I tell you. Dorzak was a philosopher, a poet, a man of peace. 
He would not change.’ 

‘The claim is he caused great suffering on Norvah. He’s a prisoner in 
Sahala’s ship. She’s taking him into exile.’ 

Maya sat up wildly again. She sounded almost feverish. ‘He’s alive? He’s 
here?’ She clasped Verdeschi’s arms. “Tony...? I want to see him! I want to 
see him!’ 


Carter trailed unhappily after Sahala as two Guards marched either side of 
her on her way back to detention. Women! he thought to himself, annoyed. 
No matter how intellectual or rational they aspired to be they always fell 
back on their feelings and buggered things up. It was impossible to appeal 
to them to be rational. 

Now Sahala was feeling sorry for herself, and he already felt like a long- 
suffering husband to her. 

‘Am I so much a leper I must eat alone?’ she asked him when they had 
sat down again and a tray of food had been brought her. 

‘I wouldn’t think of it,’ he replied, hooked. He began to help her eat her 
meal while he thought what to do. 

“There’s only one way I can thank you for your kindness...’ she said. She 
paused in her eating, and stroked his hand. He stopped chewing, electrified. 

“You’re very easy to be kind to,’ he said with his mouth full. 

She continued, ‘And that is by continually warning you of the danger you 
are in.’ She paused again, in some difficulty to explain herself to him in 
case he took her the wrong way, like the others. ‘Your Psychon, Maya, she 
will do her best to free Dorzak.’ 

Carter thought about what she had said for a moment. ‘No.’ He shook his 
head emphatically. ‘Maya will do nothing she is not permitted to do.’ 

Sahala persisted. “Their loyalty to each other transcends all other 
relationships.’ 

“You don’t know Maya,’ he said, defensively. 

‘All right. I don’t know Maya, but I know Dorzak. I know the power of 
his mind, it’s hypnotic power. Even stasis isn’t enough of a barrier to the 
use of that power.’ 

He stared at her incredulously. ‘You mean he’s telepathic?’ 


She nodded, wide-eyed. Her golden curls shook. He mulled over this new 
piece of information. Finally, he said, to her disappointment, ‘Sahala, if you 
want to get Tony on your side, don’t over-state your case. No being can 
operate from stasis.’ 

‘Even in stasis he’s dangerous!’ she retorted, fiercely beautiful. ‘One of 
my crew is dead and another near dead. They were specially selected for 
their ability to resist his psychological attacks. But even so he got through 
their defences...’ 

‘How?’ he asked her, irritated. Even he was beginning to be conscious of 
the way in which her alluring presence interfered with his rational thinking 
processes. 

Her eyes grew dreamily far-away again. It seemed that the last thing she 
was thinking of was her command responsibilities. Yet she said to him in 
her haunting, melancholy voice, ‘I can see that I’ll have to tell you 
everything. I didn’t want to weigh you down with my problems...’ 

Intrigued, he rested his fork and settled back to listen to her. As she 
narrated her tale she buried her head in her hands, and almost wept. 

‘The trouble began when we were half-way to Theselena — the planet to 
which Dorzak was exiled. We were thrown off course, as you know. At the 
same time, the fluctuation in Time must either have increased Dorzak’s 
powers... or weakened Clea’s resistance... 

‘Clea, Yesta and I were the sole crew. We were used to making the trip, 
or similar trips. In his stasis, we considered Dorzak to be perfectly safe. The 
living quarters of our ship are designed around a large, circular room where 
we have our private quarters. The Theselena trip is the longest we make, 
and apart from the presence of Dorzak we had to face the psychological 
stress of this very long flight. We call it the Boredom Trip... 

‘I was able to pass the time working on my art displays — off duty I create 
kinetic art — but the other two were a bit of a problem. They were less easy 
to keep occupied, and they slept a lot. I sometimes wondered what they got 
up to when they were on duty and I was sleeping — we take it in turns to do 
watch. 

“We were quite close to your Moon, and we’d set the controls to get us 
back on course again, when Clea must have had her relapse. Yesta and I 
were asleep. Attracted by Dorzak’s mind she released him from stasis...’ 


Clea moved mesmerically from where she had been attending to one of the 
malfunctioning photophasers — the vital energy controllers which guided 
her ship’s light-driven engines and gave it time-travelling speeds. They had 
been altered earlier by Sahala at the start of her shift, but now controllers — 
and ship — were drifting off course again, and needed adjustments making 
to them. She had been doing this when she felt the first, hypnotic pull of 
Dorzak’s mind. She knew it was Dorzak who called her because there was 
no-one else on the ship capable of using such force of will. At first she had 
fought him off, but then his persuasive power had grown too strong. 

She moved silently past the alcove beds of her two crew members, past 
Yesta’s intricate half-finished mural on the wall, past the silent light 
machinery which Sahala used when she created her masterpieces. She 
arrived at the entrance to Dorzak’s cell. She pressed her hand against the 
decorative wall that stood in front of it and watched the wall slide back, 
revealing the metal-lined recess of the stasis chamber. 

Inside the chamber, behind a transparent force-field of orange light, lay 
the sleeping body of her master calling her from his anguished dreams, 
reaching silent telepathic fingers of thought into her mind. 

She looked at him in undisguised admiration. She raised her delicate 
fingers to the control panel and watched with satisfaction as the forcefield 
shimmered out of existence. She crossed the threshold of the chamber and 
soon she was staring down at Dorzak, fighting down a passionate desire to 
touch his lips. Instead she let her fingers play sensuously over his ageless 
face. Unable to resist his command any longer, she held his passive, 
Sleeping head in her hands and bent to kiss him on his lush lips. As the 
intensity of the kiss deepened and she felt herself abandoning herself 
completely to his wishes, a sudden, urgent bleeping sound came from the 
ship’s computer. 

A moment of guilt gripped her, then she felt Dorzak releasing her so that 
she could attend to her duties. 

‘Computer to crew, computer to crew; I wish to communicate,’ the 
Computer’s voice sounded out, threatening to wake Sahala and Yesta. She 
rushed from the chamber, closing the panel behind her, and ran back to the 
flight deck. 

‘Speak,’ she said, out of breath and annoyed. She had always loved 
Dorzak. She had loved him when she first set eyes on him when he and his 


fellow Psychons had arrived. She had kept her love a secret from everyone 
— except Dorzak. Now he was using her, knowing that she loved him; but 
when the power of his mind was turned on her like it was, she didn’t care. 
She welcomed his forceful authority, to have the excuse to express her 
yearning love. 

“We are approaching a rogue asteroid...’ the Computer informed her. A 
picture of the runaway Moon flashed up on the screen. ‘It is the former 
Moon from Planet Earth. Its trajectory is random and it is inhabited by 
some three hundred Earth people...’ 

‘So what?’ she cried. ‘What have you brought me out here for to tell me 
that?’ 

The Computer ignored her, having anticipated an emotional response. 
‘Their culture is primitive,’ it continued, ‘being bound by the laws of the 
ancient continuum. They represent no danger to the mission.’ 

Despite herself, Clea was interested. As the Computer had realized, 
Galactic Histories were her other deep interest in life. 

‘Course adjustments have been made to avoid collision,’ it continued. 
‘Communication complete.’ 

‘Thank you, Computer,’ she said icily. ‘Keep me informed. Please 
transfer all other information about this species into my personal History 
file.’ 

She had no sooner finished talking than Dorzak possessed her once more. 
This time she resisted hardly at all. She felt a perverse kind of pleasure fill 
her. Her loyalty to her Commander and her kind broke down. She felt 
suddenly resentful of them. 

Jumping to her feet, she ran to a communications panel at the back of the 
flight deck and recklessly pulled it open. Taking a long metallic pin from 
her hair, allowing her hair to cascade freely down her shoulders, she drew 
the pin across the electronics within the box. A blinding flash of fire 
erupted from it and she slammed shut the panel. 

The high-pitched emergency signal sounded instantly. 

‘Reporting fault in the long range communicator,’ the Computer 
announced. ‘The cause has yet...’ 

She raced angrily down the steps to the Computer feed-in point and 
thumped it with her fist to shut off its voice. ‘Quiet!’ she hissed. 


She turned and ran back to the stasis chamber. She bent down over the 
figure of her beloved, the small, pencil-like instrument and the staser 
already grasped in her hand. 

‘Dorzak, my beautiful lover,’ she murmured as she applied the 
awakening treatment to him. ‘Wake!’ 

Dorzak’s body shimmered with the violet light. When the light died away 
he stirred and opened his eyes. Almost instantly he was on his feet. He was 
tall and well-built. He looked like a god to her. 

“We have arrived in Theselena?’ he asked, and she realized at once that 
his control over her had been subconscious on his part. His mind had used 
her while in its dreams. 

‘How could I ever allow them to submit you to that indignity?’ she asked 
him, holding him adoringly, murmuring into his ears. 

Hope entered his eyes. ‘But... where are we?’ 

‘Approaching an asteroid. There are three hundred people there, 
backward but potentially useful.’ 

Dorzak smiled knowingly. ‘What... do you have in mind?’ He responded 
to her advances, gripping her slender shoulders powerfully and gazing 
deeply, hypnotically into her eyes. 

“We could take over the ship,’ she said, ‘and use their base for a return to 
Norvah.’ 

‘But wouldn’t that spoil your interests in History?’ he asked her, 
remembering her other passion. 

“We needn’t harm them... and I could learn a lot first hand,’ she laughed. 

‘But what about Sahala. Yesta...?’ 

Clea looked coyly at him. ‘I thought you could eliminate them, after the 
Psychon fashion.’ 

Dorzak frowned. ‘Are you... why are you doing this for me?’ 

‘Oh, Dorzak...’ She melted in his arms. She embraced him passionately. 

‘Clea!’ he cried. ‘Clea! My wonderful Clea! You haven’t changed!’ 

The embrace was cruelly interrupted by the blow from a full-powered 
staser ray which struck Dorzak in the back. He fell to his knees and rolled 
Over, once more imprisoned inside his mind. 

Clea spun round and saw that Yesta had woken and was standing 
pointing the staser at her. ‘Oh, no!’ she screamed, gazing once more at the 
frozen body of her would-be lover. Dorzak’s influence had completely 


washed off her, and her one-time love affair with him was put safely back in 
her memories where it belonged. She ran to Yesta imploringly. ‘What have I 
been doing?’ 

‘He is evil, Clea,’ Yesta told her compassionately. She stroked the other 
woman’s hair soothingly. ‘Evil! Evil!’ 

‘I know, I know...’ Clea sobbed. 

‘Come.’ Yesta guided Clea back to the living area. When they got there, 
she gave Clea a drink from the dispenser. 

‘How did it happen?’ she asked. 

‘I... [don’t know...’ Clea said, confused. 

‘Sssh. Drink that, now.’ 

From where her head was cradled in Yesta’s arms, Clea could see into the 
Stasis chamber. Framed in the doorway was Dorzak. Her body gave an 
involuntary shudder as his eyes fixed her back in her trance-state. 

“There, there,’ Yesta stroked her hair comfortingly. 

Clea arose suddenly and picked up a heavy sculpture from the table in 
front of them. Before the horrified Yesta could react, the possessed woman 
brought it down upon her head. 

Yesta fell to the floor and Clea kept on hitting her long after she was 
down. As she brought down the last blow, Yesta, who had half-drawn her 
staser again, with a semi-voluntary action, jerked the gun and fired it, 
before lapsing into unconsciousness. 

Clea collapsed, hit by the violet ray of stasis. 


“When I woke to take over the watch in the normal way,’ Sahala concluded 
her tale, “Yesta had nearly bled to death.’ 

Carter looked perplexed. ‘I don’t understand. What happened to Dorzak. 
and Clea?’ 

‘Dorzak was still in stasis. He had managed to drag his body to the door 
by telekinesis. Clea was in stasis, so he had no one else he could operate 
through. He certainly couldn’t have operated through me! 

‘I released Clea from stasis. She confessed what I have just told you. 
Then, after seeing what she had done, she could not bear the guilt, poor girl. 
She threw herself out into Space. That’s when I changed course — to ask for 
your help.’ 


Carter was silent. He was shocked and hurt by her story. He felt more 
certainly than ever that she was blameless and innocent of any ill-intent 
towards them. Dorzak was dangerous and had to be treated as such. 

One of the Guards stepped forward. ‘Mr Verdeschi would like you to 
bring Sahala to him, sir.’ 

He jumped. ‘Uh, where is he?’ 

‘At the docking port, waiting to enter the Croton ship.’ 

Carter frowned. He didn’t know what was going on. 

‘Is the Psychon, Maya, with Mr Verdeschi?’ Sahala asked the Guard. 

“Yes.” 

She and Carter eyed one another. “You see?’ she said, raising her lovely 
eyebrows. ‘It begins.’ 


The large red, bulbous nose of the alien craft hung high above them in the 
hangar ceiling. It was like the ridiculous nose of Edward Lear’s ‘Dong’, 
attached improbably as it was to the remainder of the ship’s vast Concorde- 
style neck and flying-saucer shaped body. 

Helena, Verdeschi, Maya and a Security Guard waited to gain entry into 
the craft. 

“Tony, why do we have to wait for her permission?’ Maya asked, slightly 
rattled. 

‘It’s protocol, Maya,’ he said tightly. ‘No matter how we feel, we don’t 
board a visiting space ship without permission from its Commander.’ 

‘Even if she’s obviously trying to deceive us?’ 

Helena spoke up. ‘We don’t want to act hastily.’ 

They settled down to wait again. Eventually, Carter, Sahala and their 
Guard arrived. The two parties met frozenly and stood facing one another. 

Sahala glared defiantly at Verdeschi; with suspicion and distaste at Maya. 

“We would like permission to board your ship,’ Verdeschi requested icily. 

Sahala smirked. ‘For what purpose?’ 

Maya stepped towards her, her attractive lynx-like looks blazing 
haughtily. ‘So we can talk to Dorzak.’ 

Sahala reacted with alarm. ‘You cannot talk to him. He’s in stasis!’ 

“You can bring him out of stasis...” Helena began accusingly. 


Sahala opened her mouth to argue but Helena cut her off, continuing, 
‘,..Just long enough for us to ask him some questions.’ 

“You should be anxious to co-operate if you’re telling us the truth,’ Maya 
fired at her sarcastically. 

Sahala hesitated. Again, her ethereal loveliness made her actions and 
feelings seem superficial and staged. ‘If I’m lying,’ she pouted 
challengingly, ‘why is Dorzak a prisoner on my ship?’ 

‘Because Dorzak was in command and you were the one in stasis,’ Maya 
quickly told her. 

Sahala turned to them all with a scoffing look in her eyes. ‘That’s the 
Psychon way. Twist - a lie to resemble the truth.’ She heaved a sigh of 
distress which, excepting Carter, they took for arrogance and sluttishness. 

‘Quit stalling, Sahala,’ Verdeschi told her. ‘Let us talk to Dorzak and 
we’ ll know the truth soon enough. Just get Dorzak out of stasis.’ 

“That’s too dangerous!’ she cried. 

Carter was undergoing a fit of exasperation, torn by his loyalties, 
knowing the truth about Dorzak, but unable to get that fact through to 
anyone. He was frightened that if Dorzak was awoken they would all be 
Slaves. ‘There’s another witness who can tell us what happened...’ he 
pointed out to Verdeschi. ‘She’s in the Medical Centre — Yesta. We don’t 
need to wake Dorzak.’ 

‘She’s still unconscious,’ Helena told him, disliking his way of siding 
with Sahala. 

‘It’s safer to wait until she regains consciousness,’ the Croton woman 
said. ‘Please believe me.’ 

“We don’t know if she ever will regain consciousness,’ Helena persisted. 

Verdeschi interrupted them again. ‘Sahala — I don’t want to board your 
ship without permission, but if you don’t give it, I will.’ 

Sahala stared wildly at them, her beauty tempestuous. It poured off her, 
tantalizing them with its rapturous power. For a moment they were spell- 
bound, sufficiently long for her to use her fatal charms on the Security 
Guard. She advanced on him and snatched the laser from his holster as he 
crumpled, mesmerized, to the floor. She spun round again and pointed the 
gun at them. 

They started towards her, but she quickly knocked the gun off ‘stun’ and 
on to Verdeschi spread his arms out and halted them. 


‘Mr Verdeschi! She’s put it on “kill”!’ the other Guard warned. 

‘And I will,’ Sahala assured them. Her loveliness flashed scintillatingly 
at them, from her eyes and her hair and her skin. Her jewellery glinted and 
shone magnificently. “You will move away from that entry hatch, Mr 
Verdeschi.’ 


CHAPTER EIGHT 


Sudden recognition of where events would lead to if he didn’t act quickly 
forced Carter to reach forward and disarm the Croton woman. Whether she 
was right about Dorzak, as he believed, or whether she was wrong, he knew 
that, despite his love for Sahala, his loyalties ultimately lay with the 
Alphans. He could not stand by and let her harm them. 

Sahala stared at him with a stricken expression of accusation on her face 
as he wrested the gun from her. He withered under her gaze, and felt a 
thousand longings to go to her for forgiveness and allow her to have her 
sweet way, but he desisted. 

The others crowded round thankfully. The Guard whom she had 
overcome with her Love power had already revived and took her by the 
arm. 

“Take her back to detention,’ Verdeschi said sternly to him. 

The Guard nodded. Sahala struggled rebelliously in his grasp; she glared 
at Carter, and was led away. 

‘Let’s go and see Dorzak,’ Verdeschi continued grimly. 

The Guard pressed a button which activated the entry hatch, and when 
the doors opened, climbed inside, followed eagerly by Maya and Helena. 

Verdeschi glanced at Carter before stepping inside. “Thanks, Alan. You 
had me worried for a while. I thought she was getting to you.’ 

Carter shrugged. ‘She has gotten to me.’ He looked worried as the Italian 
glanced sharply at him. 

The inside of the ship filled them with awe and they resisted the impulse 
to examine its smooth walls and simple furniture, its weird boxes and 
consoles, its humming power sources, its advanced engines and its maze of 
corridors and rooms. 

‘Nice place,’ Carter commented, looking around the living area which 
Sahala had told him about. He saw her light-show equipment and Yesta’s 
mural. The walls were hung with paintings and the tables and surfaces 
crammed with sculptures of all kinds. 

‘Crotons are obviously very cultured people.’ Verdeschi was impressed. 


‘Just like the lady said,’ Carter told him. He saw three alcoves in the wall 
marked ‘Yesta’, ‘Clea’ and ‘Sahala’, respectively. He moved towards them, 
followed by Verdeschi. 

He went inside Sahala’s alcove, then Clea’s, staring in fascination at the 
luxury beds of contained fluid and heavily decorated fabrics of various 
kinds. On Clea’s bed they found a tiny golden capsule. It looked more like a 
technological device than an ornament, and Verdeschi picked it up to 
examine it. 

‘Got something?’ Carter asked him. 

‘An electronic bug?’ the other suggested. 

‘Could be... unless it’s some kind of charm.’ 

Verdeschi pocketed it. “Better send it to Technical. Have them check it 
out.” He turned to Maya and Helena. They were examining the panel 
leading to the stasis chamber. Maya tapped it and ran her palms all over it. 
Eventually, it slid open. They stood back, alarmed by their discovery. 

The two men ran over. 

They saw Dorzak through the orange force-field. He was large, as Sahala 
had said, and lay sleeping, curled in a foetal position. 

Maya looked on his motionless form, and smiled in joy. The man in front 
of her was really Dorzak. She shook her head emotionally, almost crying. It 
had been so long since she had last seen him, and he reminded her of so 
much that had gone. 

Verdeschi was the first to move towards the supine figure, but Maya held 
him back. ‘Tony, wait. There’s a force-field between us and Dorzak.’ 

She looked around the chamber and spied a multi-faceted control panel 
set in the wall. She touched one of its facets experimentally. Nothing 
happened. She touched several of them at once and brought the force-field 
down. 

‘Doesn’t look like a menace to me,’ Carter said as they moved further 
into the chamber. Dorzak seemed to be sleeping peacefully, an expression 
of supreme contentment on his face. 

‘He sleeps easy for someone who perverts minds,’ Verdeschi told him 
with mild sarcasm. He smiled. 

Maya was deeply emotional as she knelt down and stroked Dorzak’s 
head. ‘He wouldn’t pervert minds. It’s more likely that the Croton people 
were so impressed by him that they were drawn to him.’ 


‘Possible.’ Verdeschi nodded his head. ‘And his ideas were seen as a 
threat by the Croton establishment.’ 

‘If the rulers of Croton were oppressing the people, and he opposed them, 
then they would send him into exile.’ 

“Then Sahala could be telling the truth about what happened on the ship,’ 
Carter cut in. 

Maya snorted. ‘A version of the truth... anything to keep us from reviving 
Dorzak.’ 

Helena frowned throughtfully. ‘But if she is telling the whole truth then it 
would be stupid to revive him.’ 

Maya seemed to go almost hysterical. She looked helplessly at Verdeschi 
for support. But Verdeschi shook his head. ‘I don’t think we can take the 
chance, Maya.’ 

Maya rose to her feet, appealing to them all. ‘I know Dorzak. He’s 
wonderful... and compassionate.’ 

Helena put her arm round her. ‘You knew him on Psychon. You know 
nothing of him since he left.’ 

Maya threw her arm off her. She couldn’t understand this sudden reversal 
of opinion. She was about to argue further when Helena’s comlock bleeped. 
Vincent’s voice burst into the room. 

‘Helena?’ 

“Yes, Ben,’ Helena replied, looking at his face on the miniature screen. 

“We’re ready to operate.’ 

‘I’m on my way.’ She snapped off the communicator. 

Verdeschi tried to reason with Maya. ‘Yesta will solve a lot of problems 
if we can bring her back to consciousness.’ 

‘I have to go,’ Helena said, and went out. 

Maya turned pleadingly to Verdeschi. She put her arms around him. 
“Tony, I’m not the only Psychon alive. Can’t you see what this means to 
me? I think I can bring him out of stasis.’ 

Carter paced agitatedly around them. ‘Why don’t we wait until we hear 
Yesta’s story?’ 

‘There’s a force-field to keep him isolated,’ Maya continued. ‘Tony, he’s 
a Psychon. I thought I was never going to see anyone else of my race again. 
I have to talk to him.’ 

Verdeschi looked disconcerted. ‘If what Sahala said...’ 


‘Even if her accusations are true, he can’t hurt anyone. Not as long as 
he’s behind this force-field... when we’ve re-activated it,’ she insisted. 

The force-field seemed a good argument to Verdeschi. He had run into 
many force-fields before now and lived to regret it. They were virtually 
impenetrable. 

But he still wasn’t sure. 

‘Go ahead,’ he said finally. ‘See if you can revive him.’ 

Overjoyed, she kissed him on the cheek. Carter shook his head at the 
decision, knowing that they would all be sorry for it. 


An electric blue light shone down starkly over the operating table. 

Beneath it, in its sterile, decontaminating rays, the battered body of the 
young and incredibly beautiful child lay. Her head was still swathed in 
bandages and she was deeply unconscious. By her side, adorned in white 
gown and mask, Helena studied a series of X-ray photographs which had 
flashed up on an illuminated display panel. She indicated the damaged areas 
of the girl’s skeleton to Vincent, who was also appropriately clothed. 

‘First phase is to relieve the cortical pressure caused by the compound 
fracture,’ she told him. 

Vincent nodded, scrutinizing the plates. ‘At least we’ve been successful 
in stopping the internal haemorrhage.’ 

‘I want you to monitor that constantly,’ she instructed. 

‘Fine.’ He indicated a foreign object on one of the plates. ‘Now, what do 
you make of this?’ 

‘I don’t know. It seems to be some sort of metal alloy.’ 

‘Tt could be a deliberate implant of some kind.’ 

Helena nodded. ‘We’ll have to remove it to understand its function 
properly.’ She looked round for her nurse. ‘All set then?’ 

The nurse handed Helena an instrument with which she began to remove 
the dressing from Yesta’s head. 

The operation progressed. They cut their way through the child’s cranium 
and into her brain, using very delicate instruments, damaging as few of the 
valuable braincells as possible. A weak, amplified heart beat and the 
occasional chink of their cutting instruments were the only sounds that were 
made while they worked. Eventually, they reached the mysterious object 


they had seen on the X-ray plates. Helena inserted a lifting device deep into 
the wound and extracted it. She raised the object into the air to examine it, 
then dropped it into a petri dish and cleaned it with a squirt from a wash 
bottle. 

The object was spherical and golden in colour. It seemed identical to the 
device Verdeschi and Carter had found on Clea’s bed in the star ship. 

‘Run some tests on that, please Ben,’ she said. 

She picked up her comlock and punched Verdeschi’s code. “Tony...’ 

“Yes, Helena,’ the Italian’s voice sounded after a while. 

“Yesta will be out of anaesthetic in a few minutes.’ 

‘Be right there,’ he said. He turned off-screen. ‘Maya, that force-field 
must remain intact.” There was a pause. ‘Bring Sahala to the Medical 
Centre,’ he directed, evidently to the Guard. The set went dead and Helena 
began tidying up the child’s wounds, replacing the piece of her skull they 
had had to cut away, and rebandaging her head. 


Eagerly, Maya turned the control dial at the tip of the ray-firing implement 
that they had acquired from Sahala. She had used something similar on 
Psychon. She pressed it to the various points on Dorzak’s body just as 
Helena had observed Sahala doing to her when Sahala had revived her from 
stasis. 

Doing the same with the staser, she pressed it to his forehead and turned 
it on. Then she moved hastily out of Dorzak’s part of the chamber and re- 
activated the force-field. Expectantly, she turned and watched the sleeping 
figure through the vapid, orange power curtain. 

Slowly, Dorzak rose from his sleep. He raised himself to a sitting 
position and looked about him. He screwed up his eyes, trying to re- 
orientate himself and slowly stood up. 

‘Dorzak...’ Maya whispered fervently at him. 

He started at her voice, and spied her. A wide, benevolent smile spread 
across his large face. ‘Maya...!’ 

She stared, too affected to speak. 

‘It is Maya, isn’t it... daughter of Mentor?’ he asked happily. 

She nodded, tears streaming down her face. She still could not find her 
voice. 


Dorzak frowned. ‘But... how are you here? In this Croton ship? I thought 
you were dead.’ A look of sadness and confusion crossed his features. 

At last she spoke, in a small, choked voice. ‘I survived the destruction of 
Psychon... the only survivor.’ She smiled. ‘We thought all of you were 
dead.’ 

‘I survived the hatred of the Crotons,’ Dorzak rejoined. “The only 
survivor...” He hung his head, then looked more encouragingly at her. ‘It’s 
just you and me, Maya. We are the only Psychons alive.’ 

He started towards her, then stopped as he realized that the force-field 
was still up. He smiled kindly at her. ‘The force-field. I thought you came to 
rescue me, Maya. Am I still a prisoner then?’ 

Maya almost burst into tears once more... this time from pain. ‘Not for 
long,’ she said in anguish. ‘Sahala, the Commander of this ship...’ 

‘Ah... Sahala!’ he exclaimed, as though she explained everything. ‘That 
evil being. What lies has she told about me?’ 

‘Her lies won’t help her now that Yesta has been revived.’ 

Surprisingly, Dorzak agreed. ‘Yes. If there’s a Croton with integrity, it’s 
Yesta. Where is she?’ 

‘In the Medical Centre.’ 

He sat down again. ‘While we wait for the truth to come out, Maya, tell 
me of yourself since I saw you last.’ 

Maya began to tell him, cursing the Crotons, damning the ridiculous 
situation she found herself in of having to show Dorzak that her loyalty to 
the Alphans was greater than her trust in him. 


‘She’s coming round,’ Helena told the tense assembly gathered by the 
young Croton girl’s bed. 

Yesta was breathing shallowly. Her delicate lids were still closed over her 
eyes, but they were beginning to flutter open. 

“Yesta...?’ Helena leaned over. 

A slight smile showed on the girl’s pretty face. ‘I am Yesta,’ she said 
dreamily. Sudden fear came over her and she began to moan. 

‘Ben, prepare a sedative,’ Helena instructed quickly. 

‘My congratulations Doctor Russell,’ Sahala said to her with real 
appreciation. “You have done a remarkable job. I thank you — for what you 


have done for my friend.’ 

‘She doesn’t know where she is or who I am,’ Helena said. ‘A familiar 
face should reassure her.’ As she helped Vincent administer the sedative, 
she spoke again to the fevered girl. “Yesta? Yesta? Sahala is here to see 
you... Yesta?’ 

The child stopped her struggling. An alertness came over her. She 
focused on Sahala, who now leant over her calling her name: ‘Yesta! 
Yesta!’ 

Sahala took her hand and squeezed it tightly. But the child’s face 
suddenly clouded over with anxiety... 


In her mind, dark clouds of blankness formed. Dorzak’s face hovered in the 
shadows, barely discernible. His face was lined with concentration, and as 
he thought, vivid red arrows of controlling fire and pain shot into her... 


“Take her away!’ the girl screamed as Sahala tried again to comfort her. 
Now she was anxious. She turned to Verdeschi and Helena with a pained 
expression on her attractive face. The onlookers were thrown into 
confusion. 

She tured back to Yesta. ‘Yesta!’ she implored. ‘It’s me! Yesta! 
Please...’ 

Yesta couldn’t look at her Commander and turned instead to Helena. ‘It’s 
wrong, what we did to the Psychons. We should have let them live in peace. 
We should have...’ 

Sahala looked horrified, her beauty for once leaving her. ‘Yesta, listen to 
me, please. You must tell them...’ She shook her furiously. 

‘Get her away...!’? Yesta moaned. ‘Get her away... she killed Clea...’ 

Helena drew back alarmed at the manner in which the struggling girl was 
endangering her connection to the life-support systems. She and Vincent 
tried to calm her. 

Carter stared at Sahala in shock... 


The burning red pierced her, killing her. The dark clouds rushed in, 
drowning out all else except the arrows. They were too much. She felt 
herself drowning, slipping, sliding away. 


‘Ben, a stimulant, quick!’ Helena shouted urgently. 

Vincent fumbled about on the table beside him. 

Yesta’s body had grown quite still again. Her breathing had gone back to 
what it had been. Her beating heart had slowed almost to stop. Her young 
face, full of beauty and innocence, had become as pallid as marble. 

By the time Vincent was ready with the hypodermic, she was dead. 

Helena fell sideways against Verdeschi in despair. She shook her head 
repeatedly. 

Sahala broke down. She began crying convulsively, aware of their 
burning stares of accusation. 

They weren’t to be taken in. 

‘She’s dead,’ Helena declared solemnly a moment later. 

Verdeschi stared stonily at the fallen beauty sobbing on the Medical 
Centre floor. ‘But at least now we know where we stand.’ He reached for 
his comlock. ‘Maya...?’ 

“Yes, Tony?’ 

‘Dorzak is innocent.’ 

As he spoke, another agonized moan escaped the woman on the floor. 


CHAPTER NINE 


Maya tumed to Dorzak with a look of joy. ‘I knew it!’ She had been 
explaining to him what had happened to her and her father, praising the 
Alphans’ fairness and integrity. 

‘If you succeed in reviving Dorzak...’ Verdeschi’s voice came again over 
the comlock, but she cut him off. 

‘I already have, Tony. Have I your permission to release him from the 
force-field?’ 

“Yes,’ came the sure reply. “Take him to more comfortable quarters — our 
own. Dorzak, if you’re listening, accept our apologies... and our invitation 
to be our guest here.’ 

Dorzak and Maya exchanged warm smiles as the link was broken. 

She passed her hand over the faceted control panel and dropped the 
imprisoning curtain that hung between them. When it was down, she turned 
to him with outstretched arms. He ran to her and they embraced heartily, 
weeping on one another’s shoulders. 

“Your faith sustained us both,’ Dorzak said emotionally. 

‘It’s so good to see you,’ she cried. 


Carter strode off moodily towards the Technical Laboratory where 
Verdeschi had sent him to test the tiny gold device that had been fished out 
of Yesta’s head. 

On the way out of the Medical Centre, the Security Chief had stopped 
him. ‘Alan...’ 

Carter had stopped, knowing what Verdeschi was going to tell him. 

‘Obviously she was lying.’ 

‘Obviously...’ he had agreed, hesitantly. 

‘She talked about the power Dorzak’s mind had over others. Maybe it’s 
her mind that has power over others. So if I can give you some advice...’ 

‘Stay away from her?’ Carter had suggested unhappily. 

Verdeschi had nodded. 

“Maybe I’ll take your advice,’ he had said. 


Whistling mournfully to himself, he turned into the Tech Lab and found 
Ed Malcolm, one of the Technicians. 

Malcolm was making notes when he entered. 

‘I want you to run a check on this, Ed,’ he said, holding the gold sphere. 

Malcolm squinted at it. ‘I was running a check on the twin of that thing 
for Doctor Russell. I was just finishing my report.’ 

‘How about filling me in, then?’ Carter asked. 

Malcolm was only too happy to please. He didn’t get many visitors. He 
led the way over to his untidy work bench, strewn with apparatus and 
cutting equipment. 

He picked up the twin. ‘This is the one Doctor Russell removed from 
Yesta’s head.’ He paused for effect. ‘It’s a neuropulsonic jammer.’ 

‘Are you saying that was a deliberate implant in Yesta’s head?’ 

‘IT don’t know which region of the brain Doctor Russell got it from. She 
just had it given to me. But it sure is strange. I’ve never seen one quite like 
this before.’ 

Carter looked at it thoughtfully. ‘Well, what was it supposed to jam? Got 
any ideas?’ 

Malcolm turned to a monitor by his side and touched one of the controls. 
A number of pulsating electrical waves appeared on the screen. ‘See, these 
are organic psycho-waves,’ he said. 

“What does that mean, Prof?’ Carter asked. 

“Well, they are electrical impulses associated with extra-sensory 
perception.’ 

“You mean if I was going to use my brain to send a message to you, that’s 
the way it would look?’ 

‘Right.’ 

‘And if you could not resist the order or message I was transmitting to 
you through your own brain...’ He looked thoughtfully at the device ‘...then 
you could jam my message if you had one of these implanted in... your... 
head...’ He broke off, a horrible thought occurring to him. 

‘Exactly,’ Malcolm nodded furiously. 

Carter pointed to the monitor. ‘Did our sensors pick up any such organic 
psycho-waves transmitted today?’ 

Malcolm looked suddenly astonished. ‘Yes... yes, they sure did, come to 
think of it.” But most of his words were lost. Carter had gone. 


A great pile of specially-prepared food — fruits, salads, cooked foods, 
bottles and packets — adorned the table in front of Dorzak. He was 
ensconced in Maya’s quarters, sampling the delights and the lesser delights 
of the Moon Base. 

‘Some of the gastronomic pleasures of Alpha,’ she announced, walking 
in with a final tray. 

Dorzak looked quizically at it as he listened to Maya’s commentary. “To 
begin with: piments doux en salade; red and green peppers, black olives and 
a little parsley, seasoned with salt, olive oil and a little chopped garlic.’ She 
pointed to the first dish. ‘It’s all re-constituted protein really, but they are 
tireless in their pursuit of the textures and flavours of the foods of Planet 
Earth.’ 

She pointed to a plate of hors d’oeuvres and Dorzak examined it with a 
mixture of curiosity and suspicion. 

‘It’s really very tasty. Anyway, when in Rome, you have to do as the 
Romans...’ she began. She noticed his blank, uncomprehending expression. 
‘Sorry, that’s an expression that means...’ 

He cut her off. ‘You have become very Earthly, Maya.’ 

‘I know.’ 

He began picking at some of the salad. ‘You must tell me more about the 
technique of molecular transformation. You have mastered it?’ 

‘I have!’ Maya declared, proud to have excelled her old teacher in this 
respect at least. ‘Of course, with my father’s help,’ she added. 

‘What about your friends on Alpha? Have you taught them the 
technique?’ he asked, savouring an olive. 

‘Only Psychons have the unique molecular structure which permits the 
transformation.’ 

He smiled and nodded his head appreciatively. “Then you must teach me. 
You know, this... olive... isn’t so bad.’ 

As he spoke, Maya began converting in front of him. First she turned into 
a mouse. Then a zebra. 

He clapped at the zebra. ‘Well, well, well. What else, Maya?’ 

She turned into a gorilla, and he roared with laughter. ‘Maya, you are so 
brilliant about everything!’ 

She turned back into herself. ‘No, Dorzak. It is you who are the brilliant 
one. I have only mastered this one little thing.’ 


‘But you must teach me the principle, nevertheless,’ he said more 
seriously. 

The monitor bleeped, interrupting them. Verdeschi’s face appeared on it. 
“Maya, report to Medical Centre, please.’ 

Maya frowned. ‘I'll be right there, Tony.’ 

His image faded. As she was going out she told Dorzak: ‘Exercise your 
famous brain with the problems of finding my Alphan friends a habitable 
planet and I will teach you molecular transformation when I get back.’ 

She smiled playfully. 

After she had gone, Dorzak settled back in his chair. His expression 
changed. 


‘There it is, just behind the ear under the scalp flap,’ Helena pointed to the 
tiny implant in an X-ray of Sahala’s skull. ‘A simple operation... you could 
do it in minutes.’ 

She turned to where the Croton lay on the trolley in front of them, and 
showed Carter and Verdeschi the place on Sahala’s head. 

Sahala’s eyes were open. She looked up at Carter, hopefully, her full and 
amazing beauty restored once more. He smiled encouragingly down at her. 

Maya entered and stopped when she saw Sahala. She froze. ‘Tony...’ she 
began. But Verdeschi held up his hand. He waved her over, and she came 
reluctantly. He showed her one of the tiny jammers. 

‘It’s a neuro-pulsonic jammer,’ he told her. 

‘I know,’ she said. ‘Its purpose is to jam electrical waves — amongst other 
things.’ 

‘Such as hypno-suggestion,’ Carter put in. 

She frowned, sensing that there had been some important new 
development. ‘Hey, what is this?’ 

‘Our sensors picked up a hypno-suggestion transmission at thirteen 
hundred and twenty hours,’ Helena told her. ‘Just about the time you 
revived Dorzak from stasis.’ 

‘And they stopped just after Yesta’s death,’ Carter added, not relishing 
the way they were having to gang up on Maya. 

Maya turned hotly to Sahala. ‘She’s blaming Dorzak for the transmission 
of those impulses?’ 


Helena swallowed. ‘Unfortunately, yes. The Crotons developed these 
little devices to jam psycho-waves before they were received by the brain.’ 

‘Tf that’s true,’ Maya argued tensely, ‘why was Clea affected, and Yesta?’ 

‘Clea was already in love with Dorzak,’ Sahala purred mournfully, ‘and 
removed the one thing which could protect her from his power.’ 

“Yesta was my fault,’ Helena admitted. ‘I removed the device in 
ignorance. He then was able to make her tell us what he wanted us to hear.’ 

Maya shook her head. Her happiness was slipping away. Her last, final 
contact with Psychon was going. ‘It’s a cheap trick! How can we take the 
chance that she’s not deceiving us?’ 

Verdeschi moved protectively to her and put his arms round her. ‘We 
can’t take the chance that Dorzak’s tricking us,’ he said softly. ‘If from 
stasis he can control minds, he can take ours over completely.’ 

Helena stepped in front of her, a pleading expression on her face. ‘Maya, 
we could be in terrible danger.’ 

Maya sensed that they were about to propose something to her and the 
panic gnawed away at her insides. 

“The only one he can’t control is Sahala,’ Carter said. 

The beautiful creature stepped eagerly forward. ‘Yes, I can control him. 
If we’re quick,’ she panted. She held out her hand. ‘Give me a weapon. I'll 
make him prisoner again.’ 

Verdeschi tensed. Maya tumed to him, horrified. “Tony, you can’t give 
her a weapon!’ 

‘I don’t intend to,’ he said. He was thinking hard. He tumed to the 
Security Guard. ‘Take Sahala back to detention.’ 

Sahala shied instinctively away towards Carter. He nodded to her. ‘It will 
be all right. Go on.’ 

Uncertainly, like a frightened animal, she allowed the Guard to lead her 
away. After she had gone Verdeschi thought aloud. ‘There is a way we can 
know the truth. If Sahala and Dorzak were alone together, all the cards 
would be on the table.’ He looked strongly at Maya. 

Maya looked at each of them in turn, realizing what it was that was being 
requested of her. 

For a long moment she fought the suggestion. It was abhorrent to her, 
after the trust she had just started to build up again in Dorzak. Finally she 
relented. In the light of the new evidence that had been unearthed and the 


obvious distress that it had caused her Alphan friends, it was better that she 
deceive Dorzak once more — for everyone’s sake. 

‘All right,’ she agreed. 

‘Good.’ Verdeschi nodded keenly. He slapped her on the back. ‘I knew 
you’d agree.’ 

She stood stock still while she concentrated. Her body enveloped itself in 
the familiar, blazing spindle they had come to expect of her transformations. 
Reluctantly, the being of Sahala shimmered into existence — the heavenly, 
delightful being that was the cause of so much anxiety for Carter, and so 
much loathing for her. 

“You’ll have to be very careful, Maya,’ Helena said worriedly. ‘If he 
suspects...’ 

‘T’ll be careful,’ Maya/Sahala said. She took hold of the laser which 
Verdeschi offered her and stepped with it behind the doctor’s back. She 
stuck it in her ribs. ‘Okay, now start walking.’ 

As they left the room, Verdeschi ran to the Red Alert button. He activated 
it. Then he ran to the wall monitor and began an announcement to the entire 
Base. 

‘Attention. The Croton woman, Sahala, has broken out of detention,’ his 
voice boomed along the corridors as the alarm bells rang. ‘She has Doctor 
Russell as hostage at gunpoint...’ 

Realizing that he had to get somewhere where he could control the 
proceedings more capably, he set out for the Command Centre. There, the 
Alphan personnel were appalled by the news they had just heard announced 
and harangued him with questions. He ignored them and rushed towards his 
console. ‘The Croton woman is presently in Section L and is heading for 
the Croton ship,’ he continued his hoax message. ‘No-one, repeat, no-one, 
is to try to stop her.’ 

He had scarcely finished speaking when Dorzak, wearing a look of 
genuine anxiety, entered. The rat, if he was one, was walking nicely into the 
trap, Verdeschi thought to himself. 

Dorzak had a convincing expression of concer as he approached the 
Command Console. ‘If I can be of help in any way?’ 

“Thank you,’ Verdeschi nodded politely. 

‘If any of your people suffer injury because of me...’ the Psychon 
continued, and Verdeschi was suddenly certain that whichever way they 
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played it with Dorzak they were going to have great difficulty discovering 
the truth. 

He spied Carter entering and, still acting, turned on him. ‘All right, how 
did it happen?’ 

Carter did a good job of looking unhappy. ‘I don’t know...’ He shrugged 
and displayed his open hands in a gesture of irritability. 

‘It was damned incompetence!’ Verdeschi blazed. 

Dorzak had followed the cross-fire, his eyes jumping from contestant to 
contestant, and he stepped forward worriedly. ‘Tell Sahala that you will 
exchange me for Doctor Russell. That is what she wants.’ 

The two Alphans looked at him, and then at one another. Verdeschi 
pretended to calm down. ‘It had crossed my mind,’ he said, stroking his 
chin as though considering the proposition with difficulty. He turned to his 
controls and brought a picture of Sahala and Helena to the console monitor. 
The Psychon leaned forward and peered earnestly at the two women. 

Helena was walking woodenly down a corridor towards the Travel Tube. 
Behind her walked Sahala/Maya, carrying a laser prodding the doctor’s 
back. Two Alphan Guards who were positioned by the Tube doors were 
standing helplessly watching the kidnapping. They were stricken with 
immobility as the woman who seemed to be Sahala forced Helena to open 
the doors and then waved her inside. Stepping inside herself, she closed the 
doors behind her. 

“They are on their way to the Croton ship,’ Yasko cried from where she 
sat at her console. She turned desperately to Verdeschi. ‘You must return 
Dorzak.’ 

Verdeschi continued to feign indecision, waiting for the next part of the 
pretence to take place. He switched off the monitor and strode about the 
room, watched intently by Dorzak and the Alphans. At length, the monitor 
bleeped again and he rushed towards it. Sahala’s exquisite face appeared on 
the screen — at least, the face looked like Sahala’s. Verdeschi realized 
ironically that the real Sahala might have escaped detention and might be 
contacting them with plans of her own. 

‘I have a demand, Mr Verdeschi,’ she said. Her long eyelashes fluttered 
seductively. 

Verdeschi took the chance. ‘Dorzak for Doctor Russell.’ 


‘Correct,’ the talking beauty crooned. Thankfully, she was Maya’s 
transmutation! ‘And in case Dorzak should make you reluctant, may I 
remind you that if I choose to ignite the photon drive before I am clear of 
Alpha, all life here will be extinguished by radiation.’ 

‘I thought Crotons didn’t kill?’ Yasko asked hotly. She seemed incensed. 

‘It’s a language you appear to understand,’ Sahala’s image replied sexily. 
‘I expect the Psychon immediately.’ 

The screen went dead and all eyes turned on Dorzak. 

‘I’m sorry, Dorzak,’ Verdeschi told him in apparent pain. ‘For the sake of 
our home I shall have to take you up on your suggestion.’ 

The Psychon nodded gravely. There was no joy in his eyes. On the other 
hand, there was no feeling of any sort displayed in them. Only the fact that 
he had willingly offered himself to be exchanged for Helena told them 
anything about his intentions. 

He turned and walked slowly out of the room, followed by Verdeschi and 
Carter who waved the seated Alphans to remain seated and keep quiet. 

In a short while they had reached the Travel Tube and were soon standing 
in the open doors leading to the Eagle Hangar. 

Sahala/Maya and Helena were waiting by the egress platform leading to 
the hatchway of the massive Croton ship. The semblance of the ship’s 
Commander pouted when she saw Dorzak. She waved him over with the 
gun. He complied. When she had him under cover she nodded to Helena, 
freeing her. Helena jumped up from where she had been sitting. She moved 
with apparent relief over to the side of her fellow Alphans. 

“Thank you Mr Verdeschi,’ she said sweetly. Turning, she urged Dorzak 
up the platform and inside the ship. 


‘It’s absurd we should be at war!’ Dorzak exclaimed. A certain bitterness at 
his recapture was detectable in his voice, but Maya/Sahala was pleased to 
note also a strong Psychon integrity in operation as well — a mature, firm 
and courageous attitude of mind. 

“War seems to come naturally to you Psychons,’ she told him, hating her 
part, hating to deceive him. She waved him towards the stasis chamber with 
her gun. 


‘This far from Norvah I see things clearer,’ her beloved Dorzak told her 
intelligently and reasonably. ‘You Crotons are in far greater danger from 
yourselves than you are from Psychons.’ 

There was no doubt in her mind that Dorzak was genuine. ‘We’re no 
longer in danger from you,’ she told him mercilessly. 

‘But your civilization — it’s enfeebled by contentment!’ he declared with 
honesty. ‘Psychons are steeled by the struggle for survival!’ 

She urged him in the Chamber, determined to test him to the full for his 
own sake. Outside, she knew that Verdeschi and Carter were waiting to rush 
in. They were giving her only a short length of time. 

“You cannot subvert my mind as you did Yesta’s,’ she told him with as 
much proudness as she could muster. 

Dorzak sat down on his couch. He seemed prepared to be put back in 
stasis. ‘It may be dekons old,’ he argued, ‘but your civilization was based 
originally on military supremacy. Only when that was achieved could the 
luxury of culture grow.’ 

‘This gun is set to kill,’ she told him. ‘Lie down.’ 

He prostrated himself, causing her to sicken inside. Such a man, such a 
Psychon should never be forced into such a humiliating posture. He told her 
with typical calm acceptance that the couch was comfortable. 

Her confidence to deceive, faltered and she asked, ‘How did you subvert 
Yesta’s mind?’ 

He looked up sharply from where he lay. ‘You should know that, Sahala. 
You should know.’ 

She trembled. He sat up, a shrewd, probing look in his eyes. ‘Why do 
you tremble, Sahala?’ 

‘I am not trembling,’ she tried to regain her composure, but it was too 
late. His haunting, fixing eyes were on her. 

‘Are you suddenly afraid of me?’ he asked. ‘Sahala would not be afraid 
of me.’ 

Shaking, she kept him covered while she reached inside her pocket for 
the real Sahala’s staser. Dorzak watched her with interest. ‘And do you 
know why you are afraid of me?’ He stood up, a gleam of triumph in his 
eyes. She turned and was caught by his mesmeric gaze, unable to operate 
the staser even had she planned to. He put his arm firmly around her 
shoulder and sat her down. ‘You are afraid of me because you are not 


Sahala... you are...’ He positioned himself next to her and stared deeply into 
her eyes. She was helpless in her old tutor’s grip. ‘You are Maya,’ he said. 
Unable to hold her adopted form of Sahala any longer, she reverted to her 
usual Psychon shape. She was on the point of tears but she noticed that he 
was looking tenderly at her. ‘You betrayed me,’ he said. ‘Why?’ 
She could not answer, torn between loyalties and the conflicting senses of 
shame and failure. 


CHAPTER TEN 


A sudden, blinding, heartfelt feeling of shame and despair swept over Maya 
as she realized that Dorzak was as criminal and as dangerous as Sahala had 
told. She was not ashamed of herself, but of her race. 

‘Is there some fatal flaw in the Psychon nature that turns us all into 
monsters?’ she cried. ‘My father... and now you?’ 

Dorzak kept his arm around her as she wept. ‘Philosophy doesn’t win 
space for people to live in,’ he tried to explain to her. ‘It’s the struggle for 
survival that makes monsters of us all.’ 

‘But the Alphans aren’t warped by their struggle... 
bear his arm on her and pulling herself away. 

A strong overtone of elitism now tainted his voice. “They are a pathetic 
example of the lingering process of extinction! Without your Psychon help 
they would have died a dozen deaths.’ 

“They saved me!’ she cried angrily. ‘From our doomed planet.’ 

Dorzak sighed heavily, as though under great labour to explain. ‘You are 
a child, Maya, but a child who will be of great service to me.’ 

She felt his newly-displayed treachery, and despite her feelings for him 
as a Psychon she could not help being disgusted. ‘I refuse,’ she said, glaring 
at him. 

He laughed. ‘Only Crotons are trained to operate their spaceships. So I 
must have Sahala under my control. To do that I must have Doctor Russell 
remove the neuro-pulsonic jammer.’ 

Maya turned to escape, but before she reached the door she felt his mind 
boring into her. Her mind grew hazy and seemed unable to concentrate her 
thoughts. 

‘I command you to convey to me the knowledge of molecular 
transformation,’ he told her. He walked slowly up behind her and pulled her 
round so that his eyes drank everything from her — her past, her dreams, her 
ideas, her knowledge, everything. 


Bo] 


she said, unable to 


Helena mounted the egress platform impatiently. “Too much time has gone 
by.’ 

‘Right,’ Carter agreed. He looked nervous. 

Verdeschi acquiesced, and motioned the two Security Guards to follow 
them. He led the way inside the ship. All would depend on Maya, he knew, 
as he made his way up into the large red nose of the ship. She would have to 
be the final test. 

They burst into the large living area, guns drawn. The figure they 
assumed to be Maya was in the process of walking towards them from the 
stasis room. She looked deeply unhappy. 

‘I was wrong,’ she told them. ‘Wrong, wrong, wrong.’ She shook her 
head wretchedly. 

Verdeschi bounded over in alarm. ‘Are you all right?’ he asked, taking 
hold of her. His eyes flashed around the room. 

‘Not really,’ she lied. ‘It’s hard to believe what I heard from his own lips. 
He’s not the Dorzak I knew.’ 

The Security Chief looked knowingly at Carter and Helena in turn. The 
results had been conclusive. Carter started from the room. ‘I’ll go and tell 
Sahala,’ he said. 

Verdeschi grinned suddenly. ‘Yeah, tell her she can have her ship back. 
And I’d like her to get it off Alpha as soon as possible.’ He turned back to 
Maya. 

She seemed to shiver. ‘I was afraid.’ 

Helena came over and laid a comforting arm on her shoulder. ‘He’s 
safely in stasis... there’s nothing to be afraid of any more, Maya.’ 

Verdeschi thought for a moment. ‘I know what will cheer you up. How 
about a beer? I just made a fresh lot... and you know how my beer cheers 
you up.’ He referred to his own notorious home brews which not everyone 
took so kindly to. 

She smiled. ‘Yes, I’d love some.’ 

‘Come on, let’s go.’ He tugged at her. 

She held back. She looked serious again. ‘In a little while, Tony. I want to 
be here to apologize to Sahala.’ 

Verdeschi looked reluctant. ‘Ah, well, if you must.’ He took a last look 
around the room, and then turned to leave. ‘I’ll be waiting.’ He turned to 
Helena. ‘Let’s go.’ 


Helena began walking forward with him but was arrested suddenly by a 
numbing sensation in her mind. She felt weak. She struggled silently with 
herself as she lost all control of her mind and became possessed by the 
ambiguous creature behind her. 

To Verdeschi, she appeared to frown. She hung back from him and he 
turned. ‘You go ahead, Tony,’ she told him. ‘I want to study that stasis 
procedure.’ 

He shrugged and looked defeated. ‘Okay, Helena.’ Shaking his head, he 
walked out. The two Security Guards followed him. 

The puppet that was Helena then turned to face the aspect of Maya. The 
Psychon addressed it in a firm, level voice of authority. ‘I want you to do an 
operation for me, doctor.’ 

The puppet nodded submissively. “Yes, Dorzak,’ it replied. 


Almost collapsing with relief and gushing with pleasure, Sahala was led 
from the detention room where she had spent the past hour in a state of 
alternate rage and despair. “Then I may go to my ship?’ she cried to Carter. 

Carter nodded. ‘Maya caught him off-guard. He thought he was talking 
to you... the truth came out.’ 

She stopped him, reached up and put her arms around his neck. A sudden 
feeling of faintness overcame the Eagle Pilot as he was faced with her 
heady good looks. 

‘How can I thank you?’ she asked in her soft, maddening voice. 

Carter shook. ‘How can you forgive us for doubting you?’ 

‘Don’t speak.’ She kissed him, long and hard. Before he could properly 
take advantage of the situation she had pulled away, and gone, and he was 
left floundering in the corridor and waving stupidly at her receding figure. 


‘Helena, I have the reports you asked for.’ Vincent looked up as a figure 
strongly resembling his superior entered the Medical Centre. He looked 
puzzled as she passed him without so much as a glance, walked 
purposefully to a cabinet and removed a case of surgical instruments. She 
gathered other equipment and medicines and as mysteriously left. 

After she had gone, he got Verdeschi on the monitor. “Tony?’ 

‘Yes, Ben?’ The Italian’s relaxed face came on the screen. 


‘Helena was just in here.’ 
Verdeschi grinned. ‘She’s a doctor and that’s the Medical Centre...’ 
Vincent ignored his sarcasm and told him pointedly what he had seen. 


‘It’s a relief to see him safely in stasis again!’ Sahala declared as she and 
Carter peered through the orange shield of light separating what looked like 
Dorzak from the rest of the Universe. 

‘Don’t feel too comfortable,’ a familiar voice sounded from behind them. 
They whirled round. 

‘Dorzak!’ Carter exclaimed, astounded. He tried to draw his laser, but the 
despotic Psychon got to him first. The cruel eyes focused on him and he 
unwillingly handed over his weapon. 

‘And now, Mr Carter, if you will walk into the Stasis Chamber please.’ 
He pointed the gun at Sahala, keeping her covered. 

Carter moved woodenly inside as Dorzak released the force-field. Carter 
sat dutifully down on the couch next to the other Dorzak — and just which 
one was the real Dorzak and which one Maya, he now did not know. 

Dorzak re-activated the force-field and then turned back to Sahala. He 
smiled politely. ‘Forgive me for pointing the gun at you, Sahala, but until 
that device is removed from your head, I cannot reach your mind.’ He 
gazed expectantly towards the living area doors. They opened, and Helena 
appeared, bearing a tray of implements. 

‘Ah, Doctor Russell,’ he said, striding over to her. He turned back to 
Sahala and said, ‘Would you please prepare yourself. Doctor Russell has 
consented to perform the necessary operation.’ 

A look of determination crossed Sahala’s pretty face and she took off 
towards the open doors. Dorzak quickly intervened and restrained her with 
physical force. 

‘Doctor Russell, your patient is ready.’ 

He took her over to a couch and laid her on it. Helena moved over with 
her tray and set it down. With puppet-like motions she prepared a syringe, 
then injected the struggling Croton. The powerful drug hit the pretty 
woman’s system. Almost immediately, she fell still. 

Hardly had the needle been withdrawn when the door opened once more, 
and Verdeschi entered. He took in the scene at a glance. Grim-faced, he 


raised his gun as though to fire. 

Without looking up from where Helena’s clumsily-controlled hands were 
busy selecting a scalpel, Dorzak concentrated his potent force of telepathic 
hypnosis. 

‘Mr Verdeschi, if you will hand me your weapon please,’ he spoke 
calmly. 

Seemingly helpless in his grip, Verdeschi stumbled forward and offered 
the gun to him. He extended his hand, but then, with lightning reactions, 
knocked away the laser that the Psychon had been holding. 

Sudden shock registered on Dorzak’s face. He stared with perplexion at 
Verdeschi. Then he made a mad dash for the door. Quickly, Verdeschi raised 
his gun and fired. The large figure — the real Dorzak, Dorzak the criminal — 
collapsed in a globe of searing light. 


‘But how did you do it?’ Carter asked Verdeschi as they started back from 
the Croton ship towards the Command Centre. 

Verdeschi and Maya were walking arm in arm. He and Helena walked 
abreast of the happy couple. They had left Sahala with two Guards until she 
came round from her injection. 

Verdeschi was grinning, savouring his secret. But now they could see that 
the grin wasn’t entirely derived from a feeling of well-being. It was slightly 
twisted. He was holding back something more severe than a secret, Helena 
realized suddenly. He was in pain. 

Alarmed, Helena stopped them all in mid-stride. 

‘Okay,’ Verdeschi said, holding her. ‘You’ve earned the information.’ He 
turned the side of his head to them and pointed to a small patch of 
elastoplaster behind his left ear. ‘See?’ 

They gathered round, peering closely. 

“You didn’t,’ Carter breathed in awe. ‘Well, Ill be... You must have had 
it put in without anaesthetic to have it done that quick!’ 

Gradually, it dawned on Maya and Helena what had happened. ‘Tony, 
you didn’t!’ Maya cried in horror. ‘Ugh! How could you have one of those 
implants put in you, “cold” like that!’ 

“What else could I do?’ he asked, still grinning. ‘It was the only way I 
could block out Dorzak’s thought waves.’ 


‘But how did you know Dorzak was impersonating me?’ Maya asked 
him. 

‘Ben saw Helena getting equipment from the Medical Centre and thought 
she looked, well, a bit controlled. I wasn’t taking any chances... ouch, my 
head!’ 

He clasped his hands to his head and grimaced in sudden pain. 

‘And back to the Medical Centre is where you’re going right now,’ 
Helena informed him severely. ‘Ben had no right to operate on you like 
that. Just wait till I see him.’ Followed by an amused Maya and Carter, she 
marched him off down the corridor. 

They had scarcely reached the Medical Centre, though, when they met a 
group of Alphans who were gesticulating and arguing wildly. They 
appeared to be having a work dispute of some kind, Helena gathered. 

She stopped suddenly, noticing that the Alphans who seemed to be at the 
centre of the commotion were Sandor, the big, ginger-haired welder and his 
acolytes, whose rebellious activities she had been keeping a distant but firm 
eye on. 

What was more, the rebelliousness seemed endemic. It seemed to be 
erupting in several places at once. 


CHAPTER ELEVEN 


Tall, poplar-like trees rose in neat patterns from chequered fields of corn- 
like plants and expanses of green park. Fluffy, white clouds drifted 
imperceptibly in the ice-blue sky. From somewhere beat a warm, yellow 
sun, shining on the immaculate countryside and the Dadaist designs of a 
futuristic city. The air was clear and fresh. The day was spring-like, but 
there was an odd stillness... a strange silence; a deadness about the place 
that Koenig did not like. 

There was nothing much to like about this place anyway, he thought, as 
he and Blake Maine, his Medical Pilot, gazed out in silent awe from the 
landing platform of Eagle Five. Not that they could blame the planet itself 
for that. It was the planet’s big parent, blazing down from Space, that was to 
blame — for it and its entire nursery of children, and there were about fifteen 
of them, were on a collision course with Alpha. Or, more accurately 
speaking, ever since the Space Warp had ejected Alpha, Alpha had been put 
on a collision course with it. 

He had first noticed this was so when he and Maine had set out on their 
exploratory journey to map Alpha’s new neighbour stars. Launching 
themselves along the lunar flight path, in the same direction as their 
runaway Moon, he had soon realized that one of the stars was speeding 
almost directly at them. It didn’t take long to work out that although the star 
itself would miss the Moon comfortably, one of its outermost planets — a 
small body about the same size as Pluto in Earth’s solar system — would not. 
If the Moon were lucky it would miss colliding with it by a few hundred 
miles; but the odds were that a collision would take place. 

He had immediately warned Alpha and aborted the mission. He and 
Maine had commenced their return to Base when they had picked up a 
series of frantic distress signals, broadcast from somewhere in the star’s 
planetary system. Torn between returning to Alpha where their presence 
was now desperately needed, and reinstating their imperilled mission to the 
star, they had chosen to do the latter. There was a slight hope that whoever 


it was in danger might return their help and somehow avert the disaster that 
awaited the Moon. 

Keeping in close radio and television contact with the Moon Base, they 
had recommenced their journey. 

They had located the planet responsible for sending out the distress call, 
and landed on it. But now they had arrived, the distress call had 
mysteriously stopped. 

More puzzling still, there were no signs of life. The ship’s Life Form 
Sensors had picked up a momentary, weak signal in the process of descent; 
then, once more, nothing. Yet all around them were signs that life had 
existed, and not long ago. 

They stared tensely at the neat landscape and the strange city nestled 
between two rolling hills. Everywhere was quiet. There was not even a bird 
song, or a breath of air to rustle the nearby poplars. 

In front of them stood a small rectangular object, no more than their own 
height and not much wider. Raised on a circular plinth of polished black 
material it was made of a bluish, transparent glass that looked inert but 
seemed, oddly, to be alive. Then, still scanning the eerie scene, they noticed 
a macabre clue to the silence. 

Lying in untidy piles not far from it were the bodies of humanoid 
creatures. 

They were garbed in gaudy, one-piece tunics, tessellated with black and 
blue patterns resembling bolts of lightning. They seemed to have died in 
agony, for their bodies were bent and contorted and their faces bore fearful 
grimaces which told of severe pain. 

Koenig hesitated, debating whether to turn away and not get involved, for 
the planet was evidently devoid of life. Whoever, or whatever had broadcast 
the SOS had already died. 

‘No life signs,’ Maine whispered, shocked by the possible, varying ways 
in which the alien race could have died. 

‘We’ll take a closer look,’ Koenig decided. He stepped down to the soft 
grass and trod cautiously towards the nearest body. 

Maine followed with his portable medical sensors. Without touching the 
body, he examined it. ‘No wounds or injuries — internal or external...’ He 
reported, more mystified than ever. ‘Body perfectly preserved...’ He 
squinted at the dials on his equipment. ‘Time of death, indeterminate.’ 


‘Cause?’ Koenig asked, glancing warily around them at the silent death 
world. 

“That’s a good question,’ Maine replied grimly. ‘Every one’s dead... only 
life-form anywhere is the vegetation...” He turned to face the TV camera 
that was pointing at them from inside the Eagle hatchway, aware that an 
equally mystified and edgy Moon Base Alpha was both hearing and 
watching them. ‘Tough to diagnose, Ben...’ he told his superior, Dr Vincent. 
‘Could’ve been a sonic beam, a high potency ray — something that would 
have killed instantly...’ 


Vincent listened to the words that were being transmitted millions of miles 
to him through Space. He watched the images of Koenig and Maine, and 
the sprawled bodies lying in the peaceful scenery — a scenery which, bar its 
regulated tidiness, he could have found in many places in his native 
England, on Earth. 

‘Can you give me a close-up of one of the victims?’ he asked. 

At his request, the slight, bouncy figure of the Medical Pilot walked 
towards the camera — towards the rapt watchers in the Command Centre. 
His figure disappeared off-screen. The Big Screen grew hazy and the 
blurred images jumped about. Then, as they watched, the pallid outlines of 
one of the corpses sprang into startling focus. 

Its ears were slightly more pointed than Human ears; its body was more 
massive and taller than average. But, essentially, its anthropology seemed 
and looked identical, and this fact made its death all the more horrific. 

The doctor studied it with a detached, impersonal gaze, and shook his 
head. ‘I’d like a look at its eyes.’ 

Koenig’s hand rolled open one of its eyes, while Maine zoomed in on it 
with the camera. A mass of bloodied, radiating fibres in the iris of the 
alien’s eye came into view. The eye’s pupil was wildly dilated. The white 
surrounding of the sclerotic was shot through with the vivid crimson stains 
of ruptured blood vessels. 

Vincent flinched. ‘Whatever it was hit the central nervous system and 
must have caused tremendous pressure to explode those blood vessels...” He 
turned to Bill Fraser, who was standing next to him. He shrugged. ‘A form 
of a nerve gas? Some lethal pathogen that invaded their bodies... or bacteria 


released in the atmosphere?’ he turned anxiously back to the screen. 
‘Blake?’ 

“Yes?’ Maine replied from off-screen. 

“Take a blood specimen... bring back samples of the soil... vegetation. 
And, Commander, more photographs of the bodies, please.’ 

Koenig nodded. ‘There’s no life here... no help we can get either. We’re 
on our way back.’ 

The gruesome, staring picture of the eye blurred and a new long-shot of 
Koenig walking resolutely towards them appeared. The weird, translucent 
blue oblong on the black dais was positioned to his left in the background, 
and it drew their eyes towards it. As they watched, it began to glow with a 
fuzzy, ominous aura of blue light. 

‘John, behind you!’ Vincent called out shrilly. 

Koenig turned and froze at the sight. He ran quickly off-screen, laser 
drawn, to the safety of the Eagle hatchway. 

The blue rectangle pulsed brilliantly and soon formed a fierce globe of 
light several times the size of the original chamber. Now, in the centre, they 
could see the dark foetus-like silhouette of a figure forming. It became more 
solid, and finally, jerkily, it began to walk through the restraining walls of 
the rectangle which were still barely discernible in the blazing mass. As it 
moved forward and on to the black dais, the blue aura died away and they 
saw the figure clearly for the first time. Like the dead bodies that were 
strewn round about, it was tall and dressed in the same black and blue 
garments. But far from being pained or grief-marked, its face was radiant 
with joy and happiness. Momentarily it stood still, drinking in the air. Then, 
buoyantly, leisurely, it began taking in its surroundings. 

At sight of the ship, and the still, calm scenery, it frowned. It had not yet 
seen the bodies of its companions and it set out hesitantly towards the 
camera, towards where it must have spied Koenig and Maine. It had taken 
only a few more steps when sudden alarm crossed its serene features. A 
shudder that seemed to come from within tore up its body. Its face creased 
with pain and its hands clasped at its breast. 

Before the Alphans’ startled, appalled gaze, it went into a series of 
upright convulsions, then fell to the turf by the side of the corpses. As it 
died, its wretched eyes must have seen its dead friends. Its body, too, was 
now sculpted into the same agonized rigor mortis. 


Koenig ran abruptly into view again. He stooped over the body and 
seemed about to touch it. 

Vincent jumped to his feet and let out a yell: ‘No! Don’t go near him! 
Don’t touch him! He could be contagious! Get out — get off that planet!’ 


Maine stabbed and pressed at the Eagle’s controls and the ship’s eight great 
ascent rockets exploded into life. Quivering with power it rose into the 
motionless air, and veered away, over the city. 

As they rose, Koenig operated the cameras and brought magnified 
pictures of the planet’s parkland and buildings on to the Pilot Section 
Screen. In quick succession they saw thoroughfares, fields and gardens 
choked and littered with the forbidding, greyish shapes of the corpses. They 
were strewn about like motionless dead flies, more and more of them as the 
Eagle flew on... and away. 

‘That Life Form signal I picked up must have been one of those poor 
creatures copping it,’ Maine shuddered. 

‘Everybody on the planet’s dead... Koenig announced over the 
communications system to the Moon Base. ‘If it was a nerve-killing 
pathogen, our systems must have a built-in immunity to it. But whatever 
has happened here, we can’t get involved. We are heading back.’ He was 
about to turn off the cameras that were filming the desecration when his eye 
was caught by the Life Form Sensors. They were flashing madly. 

‘Hold it! Sensors pick up humanoid-type Life Forms...’ He studied the 
sensors, and then the ship’s position. 

The Eagle had left the planet’s gravitational field and the gigantic, 
curving surface of its moon was now appearing luminously beneath them. 

‘Life Forms appear to be on the planet’s moon,’ he told them. ‘We’ll go 
down low... make a pass over it... see what more we can pick up.’ 

‘Not too low, John,’ Vincent’s voice sounded urgently over the console 
monitor. “They could be carriers... the ones who sent out the call to be 
saved.’ 

‘That had occurred to me, too,’ Koenig replied. ‘We’ll be careful.’ He 
turned to Maine. ‘Locate the Life Form source, then make two passes below 
cloud level.’ 


Maine nodded. Koenig spoke again into the monitor. ‘We may get their 
help after all — if they’re friendly.’ He paused and changed the subject. 
‘Status on Emergency Evacuation Procedure?’ 

Alan Carter’s troubled voice came over the monitor. ‘Some trouble, 
John... among the men, but Verdeschi and Maya have been sorting it out, 
and preparing all personnel for evacuation. All operating Eagle Ships are 
ready for launch. Engineers working flat out to repair craft damaged by 
Maya...’ 

Koenig grunted, too preoccupied to request further information about the 
unrest that seemed to be spreading among his workforce. 

Eagle One was starting to buck violently. The warning lights on the 
instrument panels were flashing on and off. 

‘Malfunction... main drive!’ Maine gasped, his eyes staring wildly at the 
Section Screen as he wrestled with the controls. 

The thick belt of clouds had been penetrated, and a vast and rolling 
panorama of forests and grasslands presented itself below them. There was 
none of the neatness and order they had seen on the dead Mother Planet. 
This satellite looked alive, and wild. 

‘Go to auxiliary...” Koenig ordered sharply, sensing instinctively that they 
were in some kind of trap. 

Maine slammed more engines into operation, but they did not fire. 
‘Malfunction... secondary drive!’ he cried in terror. 

‘Emergency booster drive?’ 

Maine hit more controls in a mad panic. ‘NOT FUNCTIONING!’ he 
screamed. ‘WE’RE HEADING STRAIGHT DOWN... AND FAST!’ 

The ship heaved and rolled. They were swung about violently in their 
seats. It began to nose-dive. 

‘Eagle One to Moon Base Alpha...’ Koenig managed to gasp. ‘We are out 
of control...’ 

He stared in horror at the tiny monitor screen; horror not only at the 
plight of his own fate, but that of the Moon Base. Figures of Alphans were 
Swarming over the consoles, attacking the Command Centre Personnel. 

The screen went blank, then Alan Carter’s face appeared. ‘Sandor...’ he 
choked. ‘...mutiny... Eagle Two on way to help you...’ His bloodied face 
abruptly vanished into blackness. 

The ship screamed down. 


Koenig made one last feeble attempt to alter it. Then blacked out. 


Sandor Knox chuckled and nodded his great ginger head knowingly at the 
three blazing stars on the Big Screen. 

“The centre one — the one with the red ring round it.’ He stabbed a short, 
pudgy finger at the blazing points of light. ‘That’s the one our intrepid 
Commander’s off exploring.’ 

Cernik, an apprentice welder, and Stevens, an electrical technician, both 
mates of Knox, stared in awe at the star. Their faces had the bright, glowing 
look of happiness and goodness that certain religious people often have — a 
look of drug addiction, of a dangerous euphoric condition. 

Eva, an attractive brunette library assistant who was currently Knox’s 
girlfriend, looked on with a more objective attitude of mind. But she too 
was frightened of their large, self-styled messiah-prophet. 

Knox was broad rather than tall and he cut an imposing, fearful figure, 
dressed in his grease-and-dirt-stained outsize work overalls. 

They did not dare to question him. 

“We have the right to know what’s happening — and now we’ ve got it!’ he 
shouted, waving an expansive arm around the Command Centre. 

The doors had been locked at his behest by Eva so that the guards 
couldn’t get in to them. On the floor by the abandoned consoles lay the 
unconscious bodies of the computer operators and other command 
personnel. Oblivious to their condition he marched over to the Command 
Chair and sat himself in it. 

“We’re approaching a habitable planet, I’m sure of it. Koenig believes he 
can trick us into thinking it isn’t so that he and his nobs can have it all to 
themselves.’ He turned to face his followers with a triumphant leer. His 
eyes were frightened beads of redness, darting about from person to person 
in the unfortunate trio. They didn’t only impose; they also sought to have 
confirmation. 

Eva smiled reassuringly. She stepped forward and linked her arm in his 
and pressed her head affectionately against his chest. She said gently, 
“You’ve predicted it, Sandor.’ 

He nodded at them reaffirmingly. ‘Yes,’ he breathed heavily, nodding. 
“Yes...” He frowned. ‘But now we’ll need another prediction, though, to 


make sure. Prepare!’ 

Eva released herself from him and joined Cernik and Stevens, who were 
already working their way round the Centre turning off the monitors and 
computers — they turned off everything except for the Big Screen. The 
normally bright lights were soon dimmed. 

‘Concentrate now...’ Sandor told them slowly as they returned to their 
seats. He gazed into the brilliant circle of light on the screen. He folded his 
hands more comfortably in front of him and nodded off into a kind of 
trance. ‘Concentrate...’ his deep, sonorous voice echoed in their minds as 
they, too, gradually became entranced. 

“To-tal con-cen-tray-shunnn...’ 


‘He’s insane! He’s completely out of his tiny crust!’ Verdeschi stormed 
angrily outside the Command Centre doors. He strode irately up and down 
in the small space in front of the jam of security guards, debating which 
course of action to take. 

‘He’s got Vincent and Carter in there, Mr Verdeschi,’ one of the guards 
informed him. ‘He’s turned off the computers and we’ve got no contact 
with the Commander. We don’t know whether Mr Koenig’s...’ 

‘Carter got a message through to Fraser,’ Verdeschi said distractedly. ‘He 
and Sahn took off in Eagle Seven five minutes ago to look for Koenig — 
who, for all we know, is now dead..!’ He glanced impatiently above the 
guards’ bobbing helmets along the corridor. Helena and Maya were turning 
the corner at the bottom, racing towards them with the medical equipment. 
‘The whole evacuation procedure’s come to a halt!’ Verdeschi continued 
wrathfully. ‘Because of him and his misguided...’ The right word would not 
come. ‘Our plans have been delayed and we now probably won’t get off 
Alpha before the collision takes place! We’re doomed!’ 

The nervous guards moved apart to allow the two women through. They 
arrived out of breath and white-faced. Helena promptly began unloading a 
syringe and loading it. She had specifically told Verdeschi not to do 
anything until she arrived. 

‘Go for Sandor,’ she told the security chief. ‘He’s the ringleader. If we 
can get him, the others will be easy.’ 


Verdeschi nodded. Grimly, he withdrew his laser. He fired and the strong 
locks melted in a white-hot gob of heat. Useless now, the doors slid open 
and he stepped rapidly inside, throwing himself on the floor behind one of 
the consoles. His men followed after him in a heavy clatter of feet, guns 
drawn. They, too, found places to hide. 

‘Give yourselves up!’ Verdeschi yelled, resetting his laser to ‘stun’ and 
peering round the corner of the console. 

By way of answer a searing ray of light lanced past his face and blasted a 
hole in the floor. Ignoring it, he boldly hurled himself across the floor into a 
position where he could see the fat, ginger-headed man clearly. He was 
completely vulnerable. He took advantage of the split second delay that his 
opponent used in relocating him, and fired. 

Knox’s angry red face paralyzed as the ray hit him. His body lit up with a 
surplus of energy that it couldn’t control. Then, watched by his three 
disciples-in-arms, he keeled inelegantly off his seat and crashed to the floor. 

Quickly, the guards rushed from their places, surrounding Stevens and 
Cernik, both of whom had guns. 

Verdeschi climbed to his feet, scowling and rubbing his shoulder. ‘You 
can come in now, Helena,’ he called, as he looked scornfully at the three 
disarmed captives. ‘We had to stun your big patient, I’m sorry to say.’ He 
turned to his guards and said icily, “Take them away.’ 

Helena entered, followed by Maya and a large medical team who had 
arrived. She began supervizing the lifting of the still unconscious forms of 
Carter and Vincent and other personnel off the floor to the trolleys. 

She stared in misery and dismay at their battered and fractured bodies. 
They had been damaged far more severely than had been necessary merely 
to silence them. She felt most sorry for Carter who, barely hours ago had 
suffered the grief of a broken love affair — when Sahala had set off once 
more on her dangerous journey of delivery. Reflectively, she blamed herself 
for not having done something about Sandor sooner, when she had first 
spotted his instability. There was no escaping the fact that the mental 
welfare of all Alphans was totally her responsibility. 

It was Time that had gotten to them. After the Warp, its perplexing 
substance had gone completely fluid once more. Its tackiness had been left 
like spore in the head of Sandor, and now they were hurtling like never 
before down their fateful and predetermined path — to their destruction. 


CHAPTER TWELVE 


The dark mist of unknowingness slowly cleared inside Koenig’s head. He 
opened his eyes on a jumbled scene of lines and blurring colours. There 
seemed to be an endless dark expanse of dials and gleaming colour controls, 
and then a large gap of blue. The controls were warm. The gap was cold. 

It gradually came to him that he was sitting, twisted around in his 
harness, facing the torn-out wall of his Eagle Ship. Abruptly, he 
remembered the screaming death dive and the inhabited, alien moon they 
had swooped across. He wondered how he came to be still alive. 

Groggily, he unstrapped himself. 

By his side he heard a groan of pure despair and saw Maine, likewise 
harnessed, slumped forward over the flight console and stirring to rise. He 
reached over and with weak, unreal fingers, helped release him. 

‘This thing’s liable to blow,’ he gasped when the pilot was freed. ‘On 
your feet.’ 

Maine groaned again and pressed himself up. He staggered upright. The 
blitzed, chaotic interior of the Eagle spun crazily around in his vision and 
he clutched his stomach to stop it emptying itself. ‘I can make it,’ he said 
slowly, unconvincingly. 

“Then let’s move.’ 

The two men climbed unsteadily up the sloping deck, past the gaping 
hole and stumbled into the Passenger Section. They saw quickly that this 
part of the Eagle was in an even worse condition. A tree bough of some 
kind had pierced the walls and its hundreds of leafy branches had 
blossomed inside. They pushed their way through the foliage and snagging 
twigs, over the detritus of displaced and scattered ship objects. The ship’s 
walls had been crumpled and the sturdy airlock doors broken open. From 
the entrance streamed more of the cold, bleak day-light. 

They made their way to the buckled landing platform and gazed forlornly 
out. 

A wild expanse of rough grassland punctuated here and there by clumps 
of untidy elm-like trees lay in front of them. A bright young sun shone 


down from somewhere behind the ship. The air was fresh and a slight cold 
breeze whipped their faces. 

They paused momentarily, before climbing unsteadily down the steps and 
on to the rough turf. Half-stumbling and half-running, they fled to the 
shelter of a copse of trees. 

They threw themselves down to rest and stared raptly at the Eagle, 
waiting for it to erupt. When it didn’t, weariness overcame them and they 
lost control of their minds, drifting back into unconsciousness. 


They awoke to the sound of startled yells and terrified screams. The sun 
was low on the horizon and the daylight was greying. It had grown even 
colder and they climbed frozenly to their feet, stamping and throwing their 
arms around their chests to keep warm. 

The sounds were growing closer. There were new ones amongst them 
now — women’s voices, lower-pitched, authoritative commands and the 
sharp, explosive cracks of whips. 

They stopped exercising and crouched down behind one of the fat tree 
boles. From here they could see a lone, humanoid figure running frenziedly 
across the grassland. He was dressed in the same design of tunic as those 
the dead and dying companions on the parent planet had worn. In close 
pursuit were three Amazonian-type females. 

The pursuers looked well-fed by comparison with their scrawny prey. 
They wore crimson skin-tight jumper suits that covered large thighs and 
broad chests. They wore red, calf-high boots with small cuban heels and 
Star spurs. Red gauntlets clutched the red handles of red whips. Their hair — 
pure white, emerald green and jet black — streamed wildly out from behind 
them as they ran, their imperious breasts jutting forward, their whips 
cracking and exploding in showers of smoke and sparks above the head of 
the terrified man. 

Well past his normal endurance, the man staggered on, every so often 
falling and rising, making his desperate way towards a large, mottled-blue 
column which dominated the horizon. The column rose some several 
hundred feet into the cloud-dotted sky. At its summit perched a huge globe 
model of the parent planet and they guessed intuitively that this huge 
column was in some way connected with the strange rectangular apparatus 


they had seen on the other planet. In all probability it was an advanced form 
of matter transmitter, transporting the luckless citizens of one world to 
certain death in another. They were witnessing a cruel and macabre blood 
sport perpetrated by the crimson women huntresses. 

‘Like hounds after a fox,’ Koenig muttered. 

Maine was rigid with indignation. ‘Do we just stand and watch it?’ 

The terrified prey gave another shriek of agony as he tripped and fell and 
the electric whip tips almost touched him. 

Koenig rose to his feet from where he had been crouching. ‘No!’ he 
exclaimed. ‘We do not!’ 

He set out from behind the tree towards the trio of she-devils, followed 
closely by Maine. The two men drew their lasers. They split up, taking 
different routes to make sure that none of the scarlet terror-mongers got 
away. 

The three women spied them and instead of turning tail they froze 
defiantly in a posture of confrontation, their legs apart, their hands placed 
arrogantly on their hips. Their beautiful faces wore expressions of extreme 
contempt for the two Aiphan men. 

Koenig halted not far from them and stood his ground. He raised his gun 
threateningly towards them. He was about to announce his name and state 
his intentions when a sudden, blood-curdling scream from Maine distracted 
him. He glanced in the Medical Pilot’s direction and saw him standing in an 
upright position, helplessly spread-eagled against the air. He had walked 
head-first into an invisible force-field. His body was glowing fiercely with 
an intense silver-blue light. Horrified, Koenig watched his Aiphan friend 
hold this position for a fraction of a second, then watched him collapse into 
a smouldering heap of garments and flesh on the ground. 

He stared round wildly at the three Amazons who were now advancing 
on him, their contemptuous expressions alive with a malicious humour. 
Their whips snaked out rapidly towards him and exploded loudly in the air 
round his ears. As quickly as the thin, licking whips shot out, they retracted 
like tongues and streaked out again, this time striking him, before his 
confused senses had had the time to react. 

He felt a sledge-hammer blow to his system as all three electric whips 
discharged their current into him. When they left him this time, they left 
him senseless and half-dead, crumpled up on the spiky grass. Their three, 


vampirish wielders came and stood triumphantly over him. In unison, they 
placed their scarlet boots on his body as hunters place their boots on a 
bagged trophy, and raised their lethal weapons high in the air. 


Tall sombre walls rose up into the misty ceiling of the Entran reception hall. 
Their sheer size and gloom cast a stern atmosphere of irrevocability over 
the figure of Entran prisoners cowed in regulation lines on their hands and 
knees below. The hall was massive and echoed to the rustlings of fabric and 
the occasional moans of the prisoners. Around the prisoners, who were 
garbed in the black and white tesselated tunics, were stationed more of the 
scarlet-clad Huntresses, their legs placed firmly apart, their whips hanging 
down by their sides, ready for immediate use. At the head of the hall, raised 
on an enormous emerald dais was a throne of swirling, polychrome colours. 
It was almost liquid-like and brilliant in its intensity of colour and visual 
texture. Seated in it was a woman of magnificent dazzling beauty and 
Machiavellian manner, fuller and more supreme in looks than the other 
women, crueller and more commanding in air. She was dressed in the same 
scarlet costume as her subjects but she was distinguished by a wide belt of 
sparkling jewels which encircled her waist and by other markings of 
superiority. 

Crouched in front of her, his head slightly raised towards her, was a 
representative of the prisoners. He was dressed similarly to his fellow 
sufferers, except that he sported a yellow bird’s crest on each of his 
shoulders. By his side lay a prostrated prisoner whose body trembled 
spasmodically as though in some fearful apoplexy. 

‘,.and I must submit to you, Elizia,’ the crested prisoner addressed the 
enthroned demi-god, his strident voice echoing around the hall, ‘that the 
only crime this prisoner can justly be accused of is his use of the freedom of 
speech!’ 

He waved a theatrical arm at the cowering form next to him. 

‘To strip a being of this right,’ he continued beseechingly, ‘be he 
incarcerated here on the penal planet of Entra... or be he a free man on the 
mother planet of Elina, is to destroy one of the basic principles for which 
civilizations of all galaxies have fought.’ He paused. ‘If you condemn the 
prisoner, then you condemn all life everywhere.’ 


The monstrously bedecked woman listened and then, without a moment’s 
thought, pronounced in a regal, supercilious tone of voice, ‘I am touched by 
your eloquence, Crael... and I, too, as the Mistress of Entra, embrace the 
right to one’s freedom of speech. I have made this clear to each and every 
prisoner, including you, who has been sentenced to Entra from the Mother 
Planet. 

‘But I have also heard testimony from others... of how the prisoner 
arranged secret meetings... and tried to stir this colony to insurrection, to 
overthrow the forces of authority. And as long as I am the ruling force, I 
will not tolerate any abuse of the freedom of speech... not by anyone!’ 

Her voice rose almost to a hysterical pitch, lashing the two figures with a 
cruel, sadistic retribution. She was about to pronounce sentence when she 
was interrupted by one of her subjects in red who entered the hall and 
approached her, holding out Koenig’s laser. She approached the Mistress 
Elizia and lay the gun on a small table in front of her. 

“The alien’s weapon, Sares?’ 

The woman called Sares nodded. 

Elizia picked it up with jewel-encrusted fingers. ‘And the alien?’ 

‘In Security Ward... with Head of Security Interrogation,’ the other 
replied obediently. She added, ‘We brought them down gently in their craft 
to facilitate the Hunt and to satisfy your curiosity.’ 

The enthroned devil smiled and nodded her head approvingly. ‘Good. 
You shall be rewarded for your capture of the alien, Sares.’ 

Sares stiffened to attention. “Thank you.’ 

‘What of the Hunt... the prisoner?’ she asked, almost as an after-thought. 

‘He almost reached the Sanctuary Column,’ Sares replied. 

‘almost,’ Elizia repeated with a smile of wicked satisfaction. Her gaze 
had strayed to the prostrated prisoner by Crael’s side and it seemed as 
though she referred to him. ‘I have no choice but to find you guilty...’ 

Crael got up on his knees and clasped his hands together imploringly. ‘I 
beseech you...’ 

“To be merciful?’ she asked him icily. She smiled and reached for the 
Alphan laser. ‘All right, I shall be.’ She aimed the gun at the prisoner and 
fired it without any qualms whatsoever. 

A fierce ray of concentrated light sprang from the nozzle, catching the 
unfortunate prisoner in the rump. He convulsed and shone in a splendid 


display of light energy. The light faded away and he lay still. 

Elizia frowned. ‘Dead?’ 

‘Unconscious... stunned,’ Sares told her. “The gun was not set to kill.’ 

‘Good. He might have died instantly. That would have been too 
merciful.’ She turned to Crael. ‘He is also fortunate that he has no family on 
Ellna. There would be reprisals for his actions.’ She tossed the laser aside 
and pronounced savagely, “The Hunt for him!’ 

‘It’s inhuman!’ Crael cried out, wringing his hands in a gesture of grief. 
“When will you end it?’ 

‘Inhuman?’ she screeched. ‘A chance for freedom? To return to Ellna?’ 

Crael gulped in fear, but he stood his ground before her. ‘One out of a 
hundred survive the Hunt,’ he declared. ‘I call that inhuman!’ 

Elizia swept the hall full of assembled prisoners with her arm. ‘Offer any 
one of them the chance. See how many will accept the challenge.’ 

‘And I still say it’s inhuman! Barbaric! To satisfy the whims of...’ He 
gestured to the female Guards standing supremely around, unable to find 
words to vent his feelings. 

Elizia cut him off with a sneer. ‘Perhaps your next defence of a prisoner 
will be more successful, Crael.’ 

Crael hung his head miserably. She was right. He had lost again. He 
always lost to them. ‘I doubt I will ever be successful,’ he said in a defeated 
tone of voice. 

She became seductive. “You know, you only have to ask, and you can go 
home...’ She indicated a transmitter which was assembled at the edge of the 
dais. Like its receiver on Ellna it was rectangular in shape, and perfectly 
transparent. ‘The Trans Beam Station. I will let you step in and go back to 
ElIna.’ 

He smiled nervously, knowing that she was toying with him. He shook 
his head and gestured to the prisoners crouched in obeisance behind him. 
‘My place is here, to help my people as best I can... We all make our own 
prisons... But I thank you, anyway. You kill me with your kindness.’ 

He backed away, leaving his unsuccessful client unconscious on the dais. 

As he left her she smiled lasciviously at him, saying, ‘That’s one way I 
haven’t tried yet...’ 


The simple, hexagonal room was bare of all furnishings, except for a bench- 
like bed. The walls were decorated to produce a large, chequer-board effect. 
They were coloured luridly with orange, blue, yellow, white and black. Set 
in one wall, like an enormous liquid jewel, was a screen. On another wall 
was a Solid glass, door-like partition leading through into another room of 
identical appearance. Lying prone on the bed was the figure of Koenig, still 
in his Alphan clothing and breathing shallowly. At his head was a pillow of 
complex circuitry and instrumentation, its wires attached to all parts of his 
body, feeding from him. 

Two women, Elizia, and a dark, taller woman in a shiny cat-black jumper 
suit and gleaming black boots, watched over his unconscious form. By their 
side stood a trolley carrying more monitoring equipment, connected to the 
electronic pillow by a trail of wires. The trolley was in turn connected to 
wall sockets. 

Silently, brutally, they activated the mind machines, and watched the 
pictures of the Alphan’s mind and memory flashing up on the screen above 
their heads. They saw Alpha, they saw Helena, they saw the planet of Ellna 
as Koenig had seen it only hours ago — and they knew then that he was in 
possession of dangerous information. They watched Maya changing from 
one animal into another. They watched Eagle Ships exploding and baby 
memories of Earth. They discovered that other Alphans had been sent from 
Moon Base Alpha to find him. They learnt everything about him, except his 
name. And after they had taken even that, they were intending to erase his 
mind. 


CHAPTER THIRTEEN 


Sandor’s conscious, motionless body lay tensed-up on one of the angled 
examination benches in the Medical Centre. Together with him, and 
illuminated by the bright lights that shone from above each bench, were the 
equally obliging Eva, Stevens and Cernik. Their temples and wrists were 
taped with electrodes that led to a mass of instrumentation over which 
Helena was poring. On the face of it, they were obliging; in fact, Sandor 
thought hotly, they were forced to be obliging. With an armed Guard 
outside they had no alternative. 

But he had had enough. He couldn’t stomach any more of this woman’s 
idiotic interference into their private lives. Every moment she wasted on 
them, she wasted of everyone on Alpha. If the Alphan work force didn’t 
oust Koenig and his echelon of selfish perverts from their ruling seat and 
colonize the new planet, then what there was left of Mankind on Alpha was 
doomed. If they didn’t take over control now they would never get off their 
prison and on to the kind of Earth-like home they were used to and by rights 
ought to have. They had let too long a period of time elapse since the Moon 
had first been blasted out of Earth orbit. They had let a thousand habitable 
worlds pass them by for one paltry reason or another... 

With renewed fervour he broke the restrainers that had been placed 
around him and ripped the wires from his temple and wrists. He sat up, 
drawing an angry, startled cry from Helena. 

“What are you doing? Your tests aren’t complete. Your body temperature 
fell dangerously low...’ 

“What I should have done when you brought me in here,’ the big man 
told her. ‘I’m going to see Koenig.’ 

‘Koenig’s away...’ she began. 

“Well, I’m going to see Verdeschi, then!’ he shouted, striding towards the 
doors. 

“You can’t... You’re confined to Medical Centre until further notice...’ 

‘Who’s confining me?’ he roared. 


The doors slid open and two Security Guards entered. When they saw 
him they brought up their guns to fire, too late. With his great, meaty arms 
he grabbed them by their collars and slammed them together, face to face, 
like two cymbals. They slid limply to the floor. 

He crashed out into the corridor. When he arrived at the Command 
Centre, Verdeschi was looking at Helena’s anxiety-ridden face on his 
console monitor. ‘I couldn’t stop him, Tony,’ he heard her whining to him. 
‘He’s on his way.’ 

Verdeschi snapped the set off and spun round hard on him. His first 
impulse was to reach for his laser, but seeing Sandor unarmed and 
conceding that he was now Helena’s psychiatric patient, he desisted. ‘You 
were confined to Medical Centre!’ 

‘Sure,’ Sandor smiled easily, gazing cynically around him at the new and 
bandaged faces. “That way nobody hears what I have to say about the new 
planet.’ 

“There is no new planet,’ Verdeschi gritted his teeth. ‘It’s a planet that’s 
going to collide with us and destroy us. The planet Koenig landed on was 
poisoned by a bug. The second planet Koenig tried was so hostile he... for 
all we know he died on it.’ 

Sandor stared at him with hostility and contempt. “There is a habitable 
planet around that sun and you know it. But you’re not letting on.’ 

‘Why should I do that?’ Verdeschi asked, forcing down his quickly-fired 
feelings and trying his hand at humour. He stared at him curiously, sensing 
the man’s madness. 

‘Because you can’t stand the thought of us having a normal life again.’ 
Realizing that he had a ready audience he spoke to the whole Command 
Centre. ‘Because in a normal life style we’d make our own decisions, have 
children, vote. There’d be no place for Commander Koenig’s dictatorship. 
That’s why you won’t tell us the truth.’ 

‘If there were a planet out there, everybody on Alpha would have been 
told.’ 

Sandor snorted rudely. ‘Some of the people here may buy that — I 
don’t...” He paused, reflectively. ‘I’ve come to tell you to relinquish control, 
Verdeschi. I’ve got sufficient support here to make life unpleasant for you 
again — like the striking and the rioting.’ He sneered. ‘You might have 
quelled it this once, but you won’t a second time.’ 


‘No deal, Sandor,’ Verdeschi snapped, his temper bursting through at the 
thought. ‘Now you happen to be wasting our time, and the lives of us all.’ 
He nodded almost imperceptibly to the Guards who had gathered in the 
corridor outside. 

But the big man noticed the silent signal and spun rapidly around. He 
made a rush for the Security Chief. He grasped hold of him and yanked his 
laser out of its holster. He pointed it at the Guards. ‘Get back!’ he raged, his 
manic, bird-bright eyes flashing wildly at everyone. 

The Guards formed a hasty passageway. He manhandled the red-faced 
Verdeschi past them and out of the Centre, his newly acquired gun pressed 
into his hostage’s ribs. 


Elizia’s vast hall was empty save for herself, Crael, a new prisoner which 
the ineffectual barrister had brought before her, and two of the head 
woman’s scarlet Huntresses. 

Crael smiled hopefully. He knew that this prisoner had a good behaviour 
record, and expected success. But success depended on Elizia’s moods. For 
every dozen prisoners he defended, he usually managed to persuade her to 
allow at least one of them to go free. Not much of a success rate, he knew; 
in fact the whole idea of him representing the prisoners was, he knew, a 
sham — a bizarre game played by the sadistic women prison rulers of Entra. 
But it was a game he played willingly if it released just one man in every 
twelve. And just recently, his success rate had gone up. More prisoners than 
ever were being released. 

“Well, prisoner, are you ready to go home?’ Elizia asked the grovelling 
man at her feet. 

‘Iam, Mistress.’ 

“You see.’ She turned to Crael. ‘There is justice when one earns it...” She 
flicked a switch on her armrest and a miniature screen presented her with 
the prisoner’s file. She studied it imperiously. ‘One year off for good 
behaviour... You have been a model prisoner, Beron, and have earned the 
right to return to our home planet.’ 

The grovelling form at her feet backed away, licking the floor as it went, 
in between begging her to accept its thanks. ‘Thank you... I tried... I...’ 

‘I hope I will not see you up here again,’ she told him stemlly. 


‘Oh, no, never...’ Beron promised from the depths of his soiled and 
demolished soul. 

Elizia rose and marched towards the Trans Beam station. Crael urged the 
prisoner to his feet and they followed her. 

‘Step inside the Transbeamer,’ she ordered him, a faint trace of 
amusement now behind her expression of severity. 

Beron obeyed, his face a mask of sheer delight at being returned to what 
he assumed was his home. He turned and saluted Crael to show his 
appreciation. ‘Good-bye. Thank you for your help, Crael. Good-bye, Oh 
Divine Mistress.’ 

‘Bye,’ Elizia smiled wickedly. ‘Whenever you are ready, you may 
activate.’ 

Beron nodded eagerly and passed his hand over a coloured control in the 
floor. 

Crael nodded his acknowledgement to the prisoner and watched him 
blaze away in a pulse of matter — back to the society he had been exiled 
from, to the society which, many years ago, he had wronged. 

When Beron had gone, he turned to Elizia, puzzlement on his face. ‘Do 
you mind if I ask you a blunt question?’ 

“To deny you that right would be to deny you freedom of speech — would 
it not?’ she asked, her moment of pleasure over, her countenance returned 
once more to an icy stare of contempt. ‘Ask your question.’ 

“We have released many prisoners,’ he said to her uncomfortably. ‘Not 
only have we never heard of them again... But Ellna has stopped beaming 
up any new prisoners...’ 

She shrugged. ‘The acts of crime for sending one to Entra have dropped.’ 

‘I’m not the only one to ask,’ he persisted, dissatisfied with her answer. ‘I 
speak for many others.’ 

She swept indifferently past him, towards her throne and re-seated 
herself. ‘Everyone listens to the weekly reports beamed here... they hear 
news from their home... their families... what is there to wonder about?’ 

‘Hearing news is not seeing news!’ Crael implored her. “There was a 
time a man could see his family on the screen... see his children. But not 
any more!’ 

She turned on him, her eyes flashing hateful fire, her mood changing like 
the colour of a chameleon. ‘My rules!’ 


Crael trembled. He was a compulsive coward, but somehow he forced 
himself to remain in her presence and put forward his case. ‘The prisoners 
don’t like that change, they demand...’ 

“You prisoners are political troublemakers — it’s your nature to be 
discontented — to cause trouble...’ 

“We cause no more trouble,’ he protested. ‘You have beaten us down; 
siphoned the militancy out of us.’ 

‘It’s not torture that has neutralized your militancy,’ she told him 
scomfully. ‘It’s the yearning in all of you to leave this sterile asteroid to 
return home to our beautiful Ellna.’ 

‘A yearning very few have realized,’ he mumbled. 

“There are two ways to realize it,’ she said, ignoring his attempt at 
sarcasm. “To complete the term of imprisonment on good behaviour or to 
beat the Hunt.’ 

He looked at her with ambivalent feelings, knowing that this part of the 
game was almost over. He detected the boredom signs. He smiled 
fawningly and lightly clapped his hands —partly in satire, partly to appease 
her. ‘I applaud you for your understanding of human rights...’ 

She smiled a scathing, sweet smile that turned his blood to ice. ‘How 
fortunate that you never cease to amuse me, Crael!’ She climbed down from 
her throne once more and swept arrogantly out of the hall. 


She strode away and at once boredom returmed to her — the tiring, drab 
reality of life that she constantly sought to stimulate. Since Ellna had died 
there was no outside stimulation to be had. There were no pleasures left, 
except the prisoners. The prisoners were rapidly becoming used up — and 
growing militant. 

But at least there was now the alien Commander, procured for her by her 
girls who knew her tastes. 

He could provide a new source of pleasure — plus, possibly, a solution to 
her insurrection problems. 

Her metal-shod boots rang loudly on the floors as she hurried towards the 
Security Ward. She was angered for having allowed Crael to intrude on her 
at such an interesting moment. 


When she entered, the black clad Interrogator was busy running a film 
constructed from Koenig’s memory. The screen showed an image of Koenig 
kissing Helena. As she watched it, her blood pounded with sudden desire. 

‘Have you taped his brain for medical knowledge yet?’ she demanded. ‘I 
want to know if he can produce immunity to nerve bacteria on our Home 
Planet — and why didn’t he die?’ She halted beneath the screen and 
trembled inwardly. 

‘I don’t know yet,’ the other woman replied sullenly. ‘I can’t tell how 
much he knows. His brain resists certain questions. He has a strong will.’ 

“Weaken it.’ 

The Interrogator flinched hatefully at the command, but she concealed 
her reaction, feigning to study her instruments. ‘His brain composition 
differs from ours in certain areas...’ 

‘A leader...!’ Elizia commented disdainfully. “Treats people as equals... 
bends to their will occasionally...’ 

‘As should we all — on occasion,’ the cat woman murmured quietly. 

‘Meaning?’ her Mistress asked sharply. 

The cat woman faced her squarely. ‘My security reports unrest among the 
prisoners... they are beginning to wonder about things on the Home 
Planet...’ 

‘And you’re beginning to sound like Crael!’ Elizia declared. 

The other ignored her. ‘Let them know the truth about Ellna now and 
they might understand.’ 

“They would become ungovernable.’ 

“They will learn the truth some day.’ 

‘Tf they learn the truth,’ Elizia shook her long, blue hair, ‘then we are all 
doomed!’ She thrust forth her breasts and erected herself majestically. ‘J am 
our barrier against disaster.’ 

‘He has seen the Home Planet. He will tell them,’ the Interrogator 
stabbed an accusing finger at the sleeping form of Koenig. 

“They won’t believe him. Their minds have been programmed to think 
my way!’ 

‘And if they break through that programming?’ 

They eyed one another appraisingly. Elizia felt the sting of challenge 
from her political opponent. 


‘I have nothing to fear,’ she stated eventually. She smiled. ‘After all, I 
have you as my Head of Security — the loyalty of our Guards...’ She paused, 
adding heavily, ‘Don’t I?’ 

The Interrogator hesitated, caught in a verbal trap, and nodded 
unwillingly. 

Sensing her dilemma, Elizia leant forward and kissed her lightly on the 
cheek. ‘Cease interrogation, my Pretty. Send him to block three...’ She 
made as though to go, then added warningly: ‘But do nothing to disfigure 
him.’ 

The black cat woman stared loathingly after her. Reluctantly she set to, to 
do her bidding. 


Memory returned to him like patterns kaleidoscoping into sudden, awful 
clarity. What he thought had been a bad dream became cold, undeniable 
facts: the Moon Base speeding on its way to collision to a planet within 
whose solar system he was trapped; the Moon Base under siege from an 
unknown mutiny; Fraser battling the reaches of Space to reach him in time 
and rescue him and Maine... only Maine was dead. Maine was dead. He 
remembered the bizarre Hunt, the man running for his life and the three 
Huntresses clad in red, cracking their electric whips... 

Groggily, he opened his eyes to find three gaunt, bearded faces peering 
suspiciously down at him. 

Shocked, he sat upright. The men fell back but they surged forward again 
almost immediately. They were dressed in the ubiquitous black and white 
jumper suits. 

‘Where are you from, Alien?’ the eldest of the three men asked him, 
undisguised hostility in his voice. 

‘I’m from Moon Base Alpha,’ Koenig replied. 

‘Never heard of it,’ another of the three muttered. He had the most 
wasted look and displayed a row of gaps in his teeth. 

Koenig shook his head, still only half-awake. ‘My Eagle... my space craft 
crashed on your planet.’ 

He realized he was sitting on the top tier of a bunk bed, his legs dangling 
over the edge. He dropped down in front of them. 


The Eldest Man leered distrustfully at him. ‘Elizia never tires of sending 
spies.’ 

‘Nobody sent me...’ Koenig began to defend himself. 

“Tell her we are not plotting an insurrection,’ the Man With The Gaps 
growled. 

‘All we plan is how to outwit the Huntress,’ the Eldest Man stated firmly. 

‘And that kind of plotting we are permitted to do,’ the Man With The 
Gaps rejoined again, a kind of triumphant gleam in his dull eyes. 

Scenes and images swam before Koenig. ‘...the Hunt?’ he asked 
uncertainly. “You mean you want to be hunted?’ 

The men exchanged knowing looks. “That’s right, spy... Alien... whoever 
you are,’ the Man With The Gaps told him. ‘We volunteer for the Hunt. If 
we reach the Sanctuary Column without being killed first, we get to go free 
— to go home...’ 

“You mean down there?’ Koenig pointed through the floor. He 
remembered the tall transmitter on the grassy horizon. 

The Eldest Man nodded: ‘To Elina — the Home Planet.’ 

Koenig stared at their ugly, dishevelled looks in sudden pity. He 
wondered whether to tell them the news that would spoil what little of their 
miserable lives they had left. In a gentle voice he said, ‘Everybody’s dead 
down there.’ 

They reacted with anger and sarcasm. ‘Liar...!’ the Man With The Gaps 
shouted. 

‘I know,’ Koenig followed up quickly before they could discredit him 
completely. ‘I was there. I saw the people. All of them dead!’ 

The Eldest Man tensed in sudden rage. ‘My family is on Ellna...’ 

‘Elizia sent you to lie...’ the other took a step towards him menacingly. 

‘She sent you to torture us...’ 

‘One more way for her to try to drive us mad... with lies!’ All three were 
advancing on him now — the two who had spoken and the third, who 
seemed to be a deaf mute. Koenig struck out at the Man With The Gaps, 
sending him crashing into the wall. He had time to hit the Deaf Mute when 
the Eldest Man grabbed him round the neck from behind. He tried throwing 
him off, but the other two men were now back on their feet again, angrily 
facing him. 


‘She’s trying to rob us of our chance to go home,’ the Man With The 
Gaps said. 

‘Listen to me’! Koenig yelled at them desperately. ‘I was on Ellna... I 
Saw a man transported there... He died... instantly!’ 

The Eldest Man tightened his grip, half-strangling him. ‘What killed 
him... what killed all of them? And how come you didn’t die?’ 

‘I don’t know what killed them... Some kind of plague and I don’t know 
why I didn’t die... maybe an immunity!’ 

There was confusion in the men’s faces now. But the confrontation was 
prevented from continuing by a sudden electronic signal which broke over a 
speaker in the corner of the small cell-like room. 

‘Attention all prisoners... Attention all prisoners...’ a shrill, patronising 
voice sounded. ‘It is time for the weekly news from Home Planet.’ 

Startled, Koenig listened. The Eldest Man had released him from the 
neck-breaking hold on him and he rubbed himself painfully. 

‘The wife of Prisoner Branik gave birth to a son at midtime on Solarday,’ 
the broadcast began. 

For the moment the prisoners forgot Koenig and listened raptly for 
mention of their own or their family’s names. ‘Both are doing nicely. 
Congratulations, Prisoner Branik. 

‘Warm winds from the channels off the eastern banks of Ellna sent 
temperatures rising and created a hot spell, sending Ellna to the cooling 
regions of the upper canal zone... 

‘There was a large party given by the family and friends of Strat Distil, 
celebrating his beam back from the penal colony at Entra on...’ 

When it became apparent that they weren’t going to hear any items 
connected with themselves, the three prisoners turned their attention to 
Koenig. They looked in an ugly mood. 

‘So everybody is dead on Home Planet — and poor old Strat Distil died 
the minute he stepped out of the Transbeamer...’ the Man With The Gaps 
growled sarcastically. As he spoke he ripped one of the covers off Koenig’s 
bed. He tore a wide strip of material off it. 

‘Home Planet Security Head Inver reports another drop in resistance and 
disagreement with the Government by opposition...’ the news 
announcement continued, unheeded. 


] 


The three figures advanced towards him again and he backed against the 
wall, feeling for a way of escape. 

‘But only you’ve immunity, spy... Alien...?’ the Man With The Gaps 
continued mercilessly. 

‘Home Planet Security Head Inver predicts that at this rate, all 
Opposition will soon die out completely...’ 

‘Let’s see how immune you are to a noose around your neck!’ The Man 
With The Gaps suddenly raised the cloth strip he was carrying and pulled it 
tautly. 

Koenig felt a sudden, blind terror grip him and he stared desperately at 
the three killers. ‘The Moon Base... my home planet’s colliding with a 
planet in your star system... You must let me get back!’ he told them 
numbly. ‘If I don’t, hundreds of my people will die...’ 

But they weren’t listening. 

Recklessly, he launched himself at them, trying to break through them. 
But they grabbed hold of him firmly and the Man With The Gaps began 
making the cloth into a noose. 


“We’re approaching the quadrants of the Commander’s last message,’ Sahn 
reported calmly from her console in the cabin of Eagle Seven. 

Instrumentation hummed and clicked. Lights flashed and burned 
reassuringly inside the great ship as it nosed its way across the interstellar 
wastes. 

On the screen next to her was a picture of the large burning star that their 
home was crashing into, threatening to consume them forever. In the bottom 
corner was the round curve of the Devil Moon, Entra, and hanging above it, 
much further away, was the globe of Ellna. 

“Try to pick up Eagle One on your sensor,’ Fraser told Sahn from the 
flight panel where he was seated. He was trying with no success at all to 
pick up Moon Base Alpha. Since they had blasted off, moments before 
Sandor and his mad mob had taken over control, they had lost contact, and 
were wondering now whether this was not the end for them all. They 
seemed in an impossible situation. Too many events were happening at once 
and they were unable to adequately control them. 


Sooner or later it had been expected that the end would come, that the 
Moon Base would enter into such a situation. It had seemed an inevitability. 
But they had never known when. 

In the last few moments the ship’s on-board computer had delivered the 
result of the calculations concerning the theoretical moment of impact of 
the Moon Base with the alien planet. It had confirmed that the impact 
would in fact take place and it told them that there were less than two Earth 
days to go. Already the Moon and her population of Alphans, if they were 
still alive, were well inside the star’s planetary system, hurtling towards 
impact. They were, ironically, so far distant from the alien sun, that had the 
small planet they were colliding with not been where it was, arcing around 
on its remote orbit, they would have safely passed its collossal gravitational 
pull and journeyed uneventfully on their way into Space. 

That was not to be. 

Fraser stared bitterly at the blank screen and the torn sheet of computer 
print-out lying on the controls in front of him. It would take them several 
more hours to land on the alien moon below them and to find their 
bearing... and how many more to find out if Koenig and Maine were still 
alive? And if they were alive, how many more hours would it take to lift 
them off the planet? The return journey to Alpha, now much closer to them, 
he estimated would take five hours. That left them with precisely thirty 
hours to play with — plus a couple of hours to evacuate the Moon and then 
watch it being blown to bits. 


CHAPTER FOURTEEN 


Verdeschi gazed in abject despair at the large image of impending doom on 
the Big Screen. 

Their oversized planetary death mate was a freezing-cold, rust-coloured 
globe of primal gasses and liquids. In effect it was more of a sea or a 
swamp than a planet, and when they struck it they would sink into it like a 
stone into mire. 

It blazed evilly on the screen, its smooth surface of atmospheric gasses as 
yet unruffled. But soon it would become a hell planet. 

He stared at it in exasperation. 

“Yasko,’ he demanded of the smiling oriental computer operator who sat 
at her console across the room. ‘Give me Travel Tube Four, Level D.’ 

The operator played her hands briefly across her controls and the image 
of the planet abruptly vanished. It was replaced a moment later with the 
ugly combined mug shot of Sandor and his three cronies. When Verdeschi 
saw them his first reaction was one of utter loathing, remembering how the 
red-haired giant had used him as a hostage, first to free his friends from the 
Medical Centre, then to sabotage the Life Support Centre and finally to jam 
themselves inside the Travel Tube half-way on a course beneath the lunar 
surface. 

The psychotic, muddle-headed madman was holding up to ransom the 
vital Life Support parts he had stolen — in return for the Leadership. 

‘Sandor!’ he yelled. ‘Listen to me. If you can hear me, tell me. I’m in no 
mood for you and we have no time to lose. We are on a collision course. 
That’s no trick. You better believe that and if you’ve a scrap of conscience 
for the rest of us out here as you claim, you’!l come out now and hand over 
those parts. Without them our air will poison...’ 

Sandor’s ruddy face wore the fixed expression of a man who had decided 
that no-one other than himself from now on could be trusted. His jeering, 
sarcastic smile was gone and he cut Verdeschi off with a harsh, accusing 
tone of voice. 

“You admit there is a planet,’ he stated. 


Verdeschi’s brow furrowed in fury. ‘Yes — but a planet in the earliest 
stages of formation. No green grqss, no trees, no rivers... we arrived fifty 
million years too early for all that.’ 

‘No!’ Sandor cried. ‘You’re lying, Verdeschi!’ 

‘It’s just a bloody weather belt!’ the Security Chief shouted out, almost 
beside himself. ‘A mantle of dust and unbreathable gas, a sea of ammonia 
and a thick, frozen core.’ 

Sandor’s paranoid eyes stared out at them, refusing to believe. But 
Verdeschi’s words of conviction were being felt by his three hangers-on. 
They looked shocked and close to breaking point. 

‘He could be telling the truth, Sandor.’ Cernik leant forward, trembling 
and shaking. 

The self-styled messiah scarcely heard him. He still gazed stonily out of 
the screen at Verdeschi. ‘He’s lying. He’s trying to put the pressure on to 
force us to give up. On our present course we’|l be drawn into orbit around 
the new planet. Our predictions told us. We aren’t wrong. We’re still 
waiting, Verdeschi.’ 

He spat out the last words vehemently and the heated Italian waved in 
rage to Yasko to break the connection. He began pacing up and down the 
Command Centre. 

“We’ve got to get through to him in time...’ He turned to Maya. ‘How 
long have we got?’ 

The Psychon glanced down at her console. ‘On our present course we 
collide with the planet in twenty-four hours. We start evacuation in fifteen.’ 

‘Can’t we alter the planet’s trajectory?’ Yasko asked. 

Verdeschi shook his head. ‘No, we just don’t have the megatons...’ He 
paused thoughtfully. They waited intently for him to continue. ‘But we do 
have the power to steer Alpha clear.’ His eyes lit up in revelation. 

“You mean alter the Moon’s course?’ Maya frowned. ‘Surely we don’t 
have the megatons to do even that.’ 

‘1999, the way this whole Moon trip started. When the nuclear waste 
dumps blew up.’ Verdeschi threw his thoughts at them, still working them 
out in his head. 

They stared incredulously. 

“You mean you would deliberately trigger the rest of the atomic waste?’ 
Yasko asked. 


‘Some of it,’ he replied. ‘How else do we get an explosion big enough to 
shift the Moon a degree or two off course?’ 

Maya started forward enthusiastically. ‘It could work — we’d need an 
atomic trigger. And a whole lot of luck.’ She ran to her console. ‘I’ll get a 
damage forecast on a sudden two degree shift.’ 

‘Well?’ Verdeschi asked her after a few minutes tense wait. 

She read aloud, translating the figures into worlds. ‘Anticipate major 
damage in all sections. High fire risk...’ She looked up. ‘That’s not too bad. 
My own calculations were that the entire Base would disintegrate.’ 

Verdeschi nodded grimly. ‘This time we’ll trust the computer. Not that 
your personal forecast will be wrong, but it’s our only ray of hope. What 
about people?’ 

‘A zero survival rate.’ 

He clenched his jaw muscles. “Then we’ll have to advance the evacuation 
plans.” He stepped quickly back to his console and stabbed at a button. 
‘Attention all Moon Base personnel,’ he announced gravely. ‘We are faced 
with the enormous risk of blasting the Moon out of its present collision 
course. To minimize the risk I am ordering immediate and total evacuation. 
Please proceed immediately to your evacuation points bringing your 
allotted specification of baggage. All non-essential systems to be shut down 
and Sections and rooms sealed off...’ 

He broke the link and turned to face Maya. ‘If Sandor won’t move from 
the Travel Tube then he can go and rot in hell — this Hell, because Hell is 
what Alpha’s going to become in a few hours from now.’ 


One hour later Helena reported to him. 

“The Medical Centre’s clear, Tony.’ She rushed breathlessly in, stopping 
in alarm when she saw the pile of equipment and apparatus that Command 
Centre had produced. It seemed as though they had packed away the entire 
room in several tall stacks of containers, and she said as much. 

Verdeschi shrugged. ‘If we fail to shift the Moon off course those Eagles 
will become our only home.’ 

‘And how long can we live in a fleet of space transporters without cutting 
each other’s throats?’ 


‘A lot of Alphans asked that question when we split away from Earth,’ he 
replied wryly. 

She smiled wanly. ‘The Tony Verdeschi/John Koenig philosophy — if 
we’ ve still got chips on the table, we’re still in the game.’ 

‘Something like that,’ he said. 


An hour later Moon Base Alpha was deserted, save for Verdeschi, Maya 
and Sandor. 

The nurses, the doctors, the security guards, the operatives and a hundred 
and one other personnel were waiting silently in the repaired Eagle Fleet to 
leave their precarious home. 

They had all the equipment they were likely to need for the next few 
months; if, after this time they were still forced to stay in Space, then they 
would have to commence building a new home - linking together their 
ships to make a space station; pirating a livelihood from passing planets and 
asteroids until they had found a new world on which to put down roots. 

Verdeschi waited for Sandor to make up his mind. The doomed messiah 
and his apostles of madness had been given precisely ten minutes to decide 
whether to leave with the others, or risk killing themselves. 


‘He’ll never do it!’ Sandor’s eyes blazed around him like a rat’s in the 
confined quarters of the Travel Tube. ‘He’ll never trigger the waste pits 
while we’re still here.’ 

His three nervous listeners sat tensely, tightly together in the waves of 
pathological energy that were rolling off Sandor. 

Except for Eva, they were too frightened to disagree with what he was 
saying. They had neither the will to fight him, nor the courage to flee from 
him. But she at least loved him, and placed her trembling, slender hand on 
his calm, podgy paw and clasped it reassuringly. 

“You talk about the new planet, Sandor,’ she said softly, feelingly to him. 
“You talk about freedom from John Koenig’s command... I say let’s start 
now, the four of us. Let’s vote on what we do.’ 

His heavy, suspicious gaze turned on her. It mellowed, its wearer 
yearning inwardly for her comfort; but suddenly it frowned in puzzlement. 
“Vote?’ 


“Why not?’ she asked. ‘It’s Koenig who’s the dictator, isn’t it — not you.’ 

For a moment he fell silent. He looked downcast. Then, a cunning gleam 
crept into his eyes as he turned to each of them in turn. 

‘Cernik? Do we vote?’ 

Cernik feigned nonchalance. ‘Why not?’ 

‘Stevens?... Eva?’ 

They nodded in agreement. 

‘All right,’ he said. ‘Those in favour of evacuation.’ 

At first there was a general hesitation, then falteringly they raised their 
arms into the air. 

He nodded, as though all along he had expected such a decision. But he 
evidently had mixed feelings about them. He snapped on the monitor. 

“Verdeschi? We’re coming out.’ 

There was a pause, then Verdeschi’s face, weary, distrustful, came on the 
screen. ‘You’ve got five minutes before the Eagles blast off... and bring the 
parts that you stole.’ 


One by one the massive Eagles lifted off with their priceless cargoes of life 
and goods. He watched them thunder soundlessly upward from their launch 
pads into the bleak, starry sky. 

A kind of dim daylight had returned to the Moon, caused by the rays of 
the distant sun in whose influence they were. At the moment it was daytime 
and the star hung like a huge jewel on the rocky horizon, its life-giving rays 
too far off to be of much help to them. 

In the top corner of the screen, several degrees above its great parent, 
hung the lurid, rust-coloured planet. It was already as big as a golf-ball and 
growing by the moment. As he stood there and watched it, waiting for the 
last of the Eagle transporters to lift off, he fancied that he could see its girth 
gradually swelling, its brightness increasing in intensity. 

‘Evacuation complete except for Eagle Eleven, Tony,’ Maya informed 
him from her console. ‘That’s the ship that Sandor’s supposed to be going 
on. Eighteen hours, twenty-three minutes to collision point.’ 

Her voice sounded distant and strange in the deserted Centre. 

He turned. ‘All right — let’s get that atomic trigger in position... We can’t 
wait any longer for Sandor. Tell that ship to leave.’ 


He tensed, glancing nervously around him. He knew Sandor was 
somewhere near... There were no guards around to help them now. 

They had made their way out of the room. He was reaching for the door 
controls when the sudden blast from a concealed laser struck him on the 
shoulder. 

His body flared with light and fire. 

He felt a momentary burst of pain — then nothing as he crumpled 
obliviously to the floor. 


The chequered, coloured patterns on the walls of the Entran cell began to 
flash brilliantly, out of sequence, in a confusing, stroboscopic display of 
lights. 

Koenig raised his hands to his eyes to prevent himself losing his 
orientation. At the same time he struggled to keep sight of the three figures 
of the prisoners who were advancing menacingly towards him with the 
noose. But the lights were having the same effect on them. They were 
shouting out oaths, staggering about in confusion and pain. He realized 
gratefully that the lights had probably been turned on for his benefit. 

They dimmed gradually as the door to the cell was flung open and two of 
the scarlet Huntresses appeared in its frame. Spying him, they strode over. 
They began prodding him with their whip handles. Watched with hatred by 
the prisoners, who were now more convinced than ever of his links with the 
person they called Elizia, he was woman-handled out of the door. 

The guards slammed the door shut behind him. 

“Your death would have been such a waste,’ a sensuous, sure voice told 
him. 

He turned around, startled. Standing in the corridor was a tall, bizzarely- 
dressed but stunningly attractive woman. 

‘I agree,’ he smiled, bowing his head slightly in her direction. 

‘Tam Elizia...’ she told him, flattered. ‘Overseer of this penal colony.’ 

He recognized the name and gestured to the cell door. ‘They think you 
sent me to spy on them.’ 

‘Which proves my contention that prisoners who try to think are 
dangerous,’ she laughed, flashing thousands of diamonds. 


She led the way down the corridor and they talked as they went. Koenig 
was confused. ‘I have committed no crime; I came partly in answer to a 
distress signal... mainly to save my Base from destruction.’ He told her 
briefly of the colliding planets, expressing his urgent need to leave. 

She nodded. “The distress call was a computerized signal activated when 
disaster struck Ellna. You are the only one who ever responded... As to 
leaving Entra...” She sounded suddenly reluctant. ‘I cannot allow Aliens to 
land here. They cannot pick you up.’ 

He looked at her angrily. ‘But we are no threat to you... My name is John 
Koenig, Commander of the Moon Base...’ 

“Yes, yes.” She waved him quiet. ‘We have probed your brain. We know 
all about you...’ 

They had arrived at the Security Ward and she led him inside. He made it 
clear now that he was present under duress. ‘Then you know that you won’t 
be able to keep me here.’ 

Elizia stopped and smiled thinly at him. ‘You over-estimate yourself.’ 

‘My people know where I am. They’! come for me.’ 

She laughed scornfully. ‘No male has ever wished to rush from my 
presence. Stay with me and you will experience undreamed of pleasures... 
until I tire of you.’ 

Koenig ignored her. ‘I demand you let me go. You have no right to hold 
me. My staff will be here looking for me, and...’ 

A sudden, fierce buzzing noise cut him off. It was the wall screen. Elizia 
stepped forward and activated it. 

The head and shoulders of another of the red-garbed women appeared on 
it. She looked slightly older than the others and more military. Her purple 
hair was cropped short and she spoke with a deeper, clipped voice. ‘Alien 
space ship is within our outer quadrant... on a direct course for us.’ 

Elizia nodded. ‘Raise barrier shield, Controller.’ 

The short-haired Controller diligently began tapping out a series of 
combinations on her console. At length she looked up. “The shield is in 
position.’ 

‘Stand by for further orders.’ 

The screen blanked out. Elizia turned to the black-suited. Interrogator 
and said conspiratorially, ‘We’ll warn the spaceship to stay clear.’ 


The Interrogator eyed Koenig and looked doubtful. ‘My understanding of 
the Alien’s character indicates that his people will not heed any warnings.’ 

“Then they will burn out in Space!’ Elizia chuckled. 

A fast-burning rage leapt up inside Koenig. He retained his temper, 
knowing from past experience that it would be futile to reason with women 
such as these. He had known what they were like when he had seen their 
cruel blood sports in progress. He had not really expected any better from 
their leader, although, being a stranger, he had at least expected to be treated 
with respect. 

He watched with hatred and frustration as the Interrogator turned from 
her instruments and asked of the other woman, ‘Do you want him here at 
this time?’ 

Elizia regarded him coldly, as a butcher might regard his meat. ‘He might 
be useful — although he’s not proving himself so far.” She motioned to the 
two Huntresses who had positioned themselves on either side of him. ‘Put 
him behind the screening panel while we run through some more of his 
memory films. There’s something I must get clear.’ 

He was motioned inside the translucent, cell-like room dividing the 
Security Ward from a similar ward next door. Less than a room, it was more 
like the space between two panes of double glazing. 

When the door was closed on him he found himself plunged in complete 
silence. Through the glass he could see the women moving about, their 
mouths working soundlessly. They were watching the large screen set in the 
wall above his head, out of his view. They appeared to be arguing and he 
detected a strong breach between them — a breach either of opinion or 
policy. They seemed to have forgotten about him and he used the time to 
think up a plan of escape. At length Elizia faced him again. She touched a 
dial on the jewelled belt girdling her stomach and at once he heard a sudden 
inrush of noise and sounds again. 

“We have discovered that you are a violent species,’ she told him with 
some surprise. ‘You did not lead us to believe that. It seems that, like us, 
you also derive pleasure from the infliction of suffering.’ 

‘If you’ve been picking my mind don’t jump to conclusions,’ Koenig told 
her harshly. ‘We are violent only when attacked. Any other images you’ve 
managed to dredge up, are from the Past... from our past history on Earth.’ 


‘Be that as it may, we have decided to allow your friends in the space 
ship to land after all,’ she told him, pleasure flickering on her face as she 
observed his hopes rising. ‘Despite the imminent destruction of your home 
world, it seems that your people are well equipped and will send others to 
follow unless we put a stop to the belief that you are alive. Great though our 
force-field is, it wouldn’t stand up to an invasion of such magnitude, and we 
have no other weaponry on Entra sufficiently large to defend ourselves 
with. Accordingly, although your friends will be allowed to land here, you 
will not see them — and they will not see you.’ Her pleasure grew as she 
watched his changed reaction. “They will see Maine’s body — and they will 
see what they think is your body!’ She turned to the woman in black. 
‘Actually the body of a prisoner who thinks he has earned some remission!’ 
She laughed shrilly, more at the other woman’s lack of amusement than at 
her macabre joke. 

Koenig’s anger burst and he hammered at the glass. But with a deft touch 
of her control belt she had already broken off communication and his shouts 
of affrontery and abuse were not heard. 


A long, amoeboid arm of brackish gasses leapt off the approaching blood 
world, sucked down towards Alpha by the severe gravitational forces that 
the two worlds were creating. 

Soon the desolate landscape of the Moon was enveloped in the choking 
clouds of redness. Loose rock and dust were in turn ripped from the lunar 
surface and sent hurtling in eddies to plunge into the strange, restless seas 
of ammonia on the alien planet’s surface. 

A recovered Verdeschi stood in awe on the landing platform of Eagle 
Nine, saved from the vapours and the cold vacuum of Space by only the 
thin fabric of his space suit. Clutched under his arm was the atomic trigger 
that he would need to detonate one of the waste piles. Each of the piles had 
a protective cap built of concrete and steel, designed to keep it safely apart 
from human and other life-forms. They were incredibly strong and they 
would not prove easy to open. In his other hand was the explosive device 
and timer that he hoped would do the trick. 

He checked with Maya over his helmet radio. ‘Four minutes to blow the 
concrete cap, two minutes to attach the device to the silo, six minutes to get 


back to the ship and six minutes at full thrust to take us clear away. Okay, 
I’m going down.’ 

‘Good luck, Tony.’ Her voice was concerned and tense. When he 
descended the steps and reached the surface she would take the ship up and 
keep an aerial look-out for Sandor. This had been what she meant when she 
had said ‘good luck’. 

After shooting Verdeschi in the back and stunning him, Sandor had kept 
them both hostage in the Command Centre, wasting more vital time. He had 
been thwarted finally by Maya, who had surprised him by adopting the 
form of a boa-constrictor, but had made his escape, leaving behind Eva, 
Cernik and Stevens who had by then more or less given up. The three 
apostles had been locked inside the Eagle — Eagle Nine, the ship that he and 
Maya were using for their getaway. Sandor himself had taken a Moon 
Buggy and a laser rifle and had set out for the waste dumps in a last, insane 
bid to stop Verdeschi from altering the Moon’s course. 

Now the madman could be anywhere — most probably crouching 
amongst the ridges of the Moon rocks that overlooked the dump site, 
waiting for Verdeschi to appear. 

Trusting to Maya to locate him, the plucky Security Chief set off down 
the steps, descending into the swirling red mist... 


There were men — and there were fools, Sandor thought to himself. Men 
who believed in honesty, and truth, and integrity, who faced Life head on. 
There were fools who tried to deceive and swindle and manipulate, who 
believed in contrivances and artificiality and whatever they faced it was not 
Life... and certainly never head on. Men like himself, as he used to be, 
before he had been forced to waste his time and energy and spoil his honour 
by fighting Koenig and Verdeschi. Fools like Koenig and Verdeschi. 

He had tried all his life to live by his ideals. 

He had wanted to provide a new and happy life for the Alphans. 

He had been squashed and trodden on, ridiculed, and now... martyred. 
For that was the way he viewed this last scene. In truth, he might kill 
Verdeschi and succeed. But in all likelihood he would fail and be killed 
himself; for he knew now that it was an ironic fact of Life that the fools 
always won. 


Keeping one wary eye on the Eagle craft that was hovering and circling 
above him like a demented demon, and one eye on the scab-shaped caps of 
the waste piles on the ground below him, he raised the powerful rifle to his 
shoulder and aimed it through the curling vapours. 

Whatever happened next he would try, with his life if necessary, to prove 
that one man could fight against the lies and the fakery, and win... 


Crael wept and moaned, tearing out what little was left of his hair as he 
thought of all the heinous, unforgivable crimes his wretched body had 
committed for the sake of Elizia. 

Now her insatiable appetite for sadism and pleasure had gone too far. He 
rued the day he had ever committed the crime that had brought him to the 
penal colony; for since he had been there he had committed atrocities of a 
far greater and far more horrendous nature. 

In fact, as she had told him on more than one occasion, his sentence had 
long since expired. He was a free man if he so cared to be. All he had to do 
was step in the Transbeamer and beam himself back to Ellna. But, like a 
doctor in a battle, he stayed on in a place which was intolerable. 

Since the time when he had decided to represent the other prisoners he 
had watched them grow steadily more resentful. They had tolerated harsher 
and more extreme conditions. Now, he and some others were beginning to 
suspect that Ellna, their Home Planet where their wives and children were, 
was dead. They were beginning to suspect that Elizia and her heirarchy of 
sexist governesses were keeping the colony going as a vast pleasure park 
for their sadistic appetites. They could not bring themselves to believe that 
Ellna’s forces of Law and Order had grown to become as decadent as they 
seemed. Something had happened to Ellna — and the capture of the alien 
commander and his seemingly crazed declarations only went to strengthen 
their suspicions. 

In their agony and their misery many of the prisoners were now 
beginning to feel that they no longer had anything to lose by taking the law 
into their own hands... by overthrowing Elizia and finding out for 
themselves what had happened. 

Appalled at the consequences of such a mutiny — but equally appalled by 
the state of things as they were — Crael approached the door leading to the 


Reception Hall where he knew Elizia was sitting, devising her 
entertainments. 

The blood of the latest task he had had to perform was still fresh on his 
hands — the blood of the prisoner who, dressed in Koenig’s clothes and 
thinking he was being freed, had been allowed to run into the high-energy 
force-field in front of the Sanctuary Column. 

He announced himself gravely at the door and entered. 

“Yes, Crael,’ she said tonelessly. 

She was sat on her throne, bedecked in her jewellery and splendour. She 
wore a dreamy, serene expression on her face and he wondered what had 
affected her. If she had ever had such pleasant human feelings before now, 
she had never let them be known to him. 

“You promised you would not do this,’ he told her severely. ‘It is even 
worse than the Hunt...’ 

She laughed gaily. ‘Ah, you mean the alien commander’s friends? A 
choice between a promise and self-preservation. They were tricked because 
they had to be... because they jeopardized our freedom. Because...’ She 
broke off dreamily, ‘...because John Koenig means a great deal to me, 
Crael. I don’t want him to return.’ She faced him. ‘What choice would you 
have made?’ 

‘I don’t mean his friends — but doing that to them was bad enough... I 
mean Phirley, the prisoner...” He was almost sobbing again. 

At sight of his weakness her mood changed once more to one of scorn. 
‘And what makes you so extra bold today? How can I risk all I have worked 
for? I am getting tired of you, Crael. I am bored by you...’ A sudden 
memory came to her distracted mind. ‘John Koenig thinks he can defy my 
love — for he has resisted me! Well, I won’t tolerate that from any man...!’ 

She turned to him once more — sickness, hatred and all-consuming desire 
for glory in her blazing green eyes. 

‘I have yearned for John Koenig. My body has lusted for him. Now he 
will pay the price. I shall love him — I shall slay him! 

‘T will hunt him down like an animal and out of his skin I shall make a 
whip!’ 


CHAPTER FIFTEEN 


The dry, spiky grass stretched away from him to a bleak horizon of leaning, 
wind-swept bushes. Perched tantalizingly on the horizon was the marble- 
like column of the transmitter. He doubted now whether in fact it worked as 
a transmitter at all. It was of little importance to him what it did. 

Of importance to him now were the fleet, scarlet figures pursuing him... 
and the fleet flight of the hours that were passing, each one bringing closer 
the time when the Moon would collide. 

As he ran across the vibrating turf, he gazed fiercely up at the dome of 
blue. Behind the sky, far out in the deeps of the alien sun’s territory, the two 
worlds were colliding. And he could not stop them. 

There were only hours left — perhaps ten, perhaps none. Perhaps the 
Moon had already perished. He would never have known about it; the 
effects of the collision would never be felt where he was. 

Elizia’s last words echoed in his mind. ‘Let him get a good start. After 
all, we always give the hunted a fair chance... and when he is cornered he 
must not die quickly...’ 

A line of trees appeared and he changed direction. One line of trees 
looked like another, but this one might mark the wrecked Eagle. If he could 
make it to the Eagle he could radio Fraser and tell him that he was not dead, 
and get him to turn around and pick him up. 

‘lM NOT DEAD! I'M ALIVE!’ he screamed hoarsely as he ran. ‘I’M 
ALIVE!!! 

‘...He must not die quickly; he must suffer more than an Entran...’ the 
voice of the mad woman continued inside him. ‘... He is an Alien who has 
shown contempt for our culture and our authority — After him then! For the 
glory of Entra and rewards beyond your dreams...!’ 

He glanced behind. The scarlet Huntresses were fanning out, bearing 
down on him in a long, bending line. There were thirty of them altogether 
and inside the colony there were many more. There were almost more 
gaolers now than gaoled, and they were waiting for his body to be returned. 

He was tiring quickly and they had gained on him. 


The first of the large tree boles that he and Maine had sheltered behind 
appeared and he staggered behind it into the shelter of the copse. Through 
the trees, almost too distant, lay the gleaming white roof of the buckled 
Eagle. 

He stumbled on across another expanse of grassland. He ran on for what 
seemed an eternity. 

His heart banged in his head. His legs bent like rubber. The shrill cries of 
the females and the sharp retorts of their electric whips sounded close 
behind. 

The torn and gaping hole in the Eagle hull veered up to him and he 
jumped through it, pushing himself off from the grassy slope with a last 
burst of strength. 

He fell heavily amongst the jumbled objects inside, bruising and cutting 
himself. For a moment he gasped in great lungfuls of air, trying to lie still 
while his body caught a few precious seconds of rest. Then he levered 
himself up on his shaking legs again. He threw himself into the Pilot 
Section and collapsed on to the flight console. He fumbled about for the 
right button, the one that would connect the communications monitor to the 
emergency battery supply sited beneath the console. 

‘Eagle One to Moon Base Alpha,’ he shouted urgently as the set burst 
like magic into life. ‘Eagle One to Moon Base Alpha...’ 

But although the set was working, he was getting no reply. He realized 
bitterly that Moon Base Alpha was probably dead — it was either dead, or 
else, the saving thought occurred to him, his radio message wasn’t getting 
through the Entran defence shield that surrounded the planet. 

The faint glimmer of hope made him continue to fight the crippling 
despair that had fallen on him. His mind worked feverishly in the seconds 
that were left, searching around the cabin for something that would be of 
better use to him in his plight. 


The thin black cable trailed away from the cap of the waste pile towards 
him. Gently, but efficiently, Verdeschi bent down on his knees in his bulky 
suit and placed the detonating box behind a small outcrop of rock. 

The atomic piles were hundreds of feet deep — giant steel cases entombed 
in concrete that went down into the Moon’s crust. When the Moon had been 


Earth’s nearest neighbour, Man had used them to store the lethal atomic 
waste that he had not dared store on his own planet. There had been many 
of them. But after the nuclear eruption in 1999, including the much older 
nuclear waste domes, there were only a handful left. They were still 
radioactive and would be for another quarter of a million years, if they were 
left alone. In their entombed state, they were perfectly harmless. Only the 
introduction of a ‘trigger’ — a rod of pure plutonium — would induce them to 
erupt again. 

The few piles left were scattered over a wide area. In the immediate 
vicinity of Verdeschi there were three... and it was these that he hoped to 
detonate. When they erupted, it did not matter in which direction that they 
cast the Moon. All that mattered was that when he triggered one off, the 
heat from that would trigger off the other two, and thus bring about a 
sufficiently big explosion. 

If the Moon was blown on a course for the fiery, alien star, then that 
would be bad luck. But if that were to be their fate, then at least they had 
tried; their absolution would not be from the want of trying. 

If the Moon was blown away from the star and away from the colliding 
planet, then they would have succeeded in their task. Their only hope then 
was that the already fragile Moon would not completely disintegrate, but 
live to send them on their way for another eternity. 

He had used up three of the four minutes that had been allocated to him 
to blow up the cap. Carefully, he reached down to press the detonating 
button. 

Up above, the Eagle wheeled silently, searching for the gunman. 

Behind him, in his pack, he felt the cross-hairs of Sandor’s rifle reaching 
out to him like the antennae of some hideous insect. 

His radio crackled into life abruptly. “Tony, get down!’ Maya warned. 

He let himself fall to the floor in the low gravity. He rolled over, in time 
to see a lance of light stab the rock where his back had been. It came from 
the ridge, as they had speculated. 

Before Sandor could re-aim, Maya brought the Eagle in low towards 
where he was hiding. Verdeschi watched as a stab of laser light shot from 
the guns mounted on the roof of the Eagle. The beam hit the ridge and rocks 
and dust exploded into the air. 


Before the explosion had properly died away, a return beam of light 
lanced up from the ridge and struck the craft somewhere on its underbelly. 
Another laser beam shot down from the Eagle’s roof, causing a second 
explosion. 

More exchanges of light took place, then two things happened. Sandor’s 
body came tumbling slowly down the rocky slope and the great ship began 
to veer out of control, heading for a rocky crater rim. 

Verdeschi stared aghast through his visor. But his task was more urgent 
and he found his knees once more and pressed the button. 

The concrete cap boiled up in a mass of flame and rock pieces. The waste 
pile gaped open. 

Four minutes were gone. 

Now he was into his fifth and he was running forward in a series of long, 
slow strides, clutching the trigger. When he reached the silo he attached the 
device to the inside wall and left it. 

Six minutes had gone. Now he had six minutes to get back to the ship. He 
turned around and for the first time allowed himself to think of Maya and 
the Eagle. 

The craft had slewed sideways into the ground. 

“Maya...” he called desperately over his radio. ‘Can you hear me, Maya?’ 

There was no reply. Anguished, he began running. But then he stopped 
abruptly, brought up by the sight of Sandor. 

He was standing in his space suit like a ghost, no more than twelve feet 
away. 


Death and despair hung over Koenig as he searched in his mind for a 
thought, an idea to get him out of his predicament. Out of the depths of it 
came the reward of sudden, blinding inspiration. 

Beneath the console was a tiny emergency homing device. When 
activated, the signal it transmitted would be powerful enough to reach 
Fraser in the returning Eagle... only first he would have to somehow de- 
activate the planetary defence shield. 

Feverishly, he sought for and found the small round object, then he ran to 
the other side of the cabin and snatched up a small foam fire-extinguisher. 


The shouts and whip-cracks were almost on him, and he moved rapidly 
with a new-found strength to the rent hole and peered out. About three of 
the Huntresses, with Elizia puffing behind them, had reached the edge of 
the grassland which adjoined the ship. When they saw him they gave manic 
cries of glee and began leaping across to him. 

Quickly, he flung his body into the tree-filled Passenger Section, and 
began pushing his way out, blinded by the leaves and the branches. He 
reached the airlock door and stumbled through. 

He started out across the turf once more, racing for his life. 

Angry cries sounded from behind him, but his pursuers were not to be 
put off for long. They were soon hot on his tail again, no more than a few 
yards behind. 

Detachments from the wide line of Huntresses who had fanned out to 
trap him now broke away and tried to head him off. Instead of fleeing them 
he ran at them and they faltered uncertainly for a moment before 
continuing. Their lithe figures were like those of ballet-dancers springing 
towards him. Their faces were set in expressions of mad lust. They were 
foaming at the mouth like mad cats, and as one they raised their whips to 
strike him. 

He pointed the nozzle of the extinguisher at them and fired it. 

A gush of thick white foam exploded out and struck them. Training it on 
their faces he advanced and wrestled one of their whips away from them. 
With the newly-acquired weapon firmly in his grip he ran on unimpeded 
across the grassland. 

In front of him were the tall featureless towers of the penal colony and he 
ran deliberately towards them. 


The great ugly spectre of Sandor — ugly to Verdeschi even when inside his 
Space suit — swayed drunkenly towards him. His space suit was twice the 
size of anyone else’s — large, white, bloated and obscene, like a walking 
maggot. 

As Verdeschi watched, the monstrous figure stooped down and wrenched 
a large rock from the Moon’s surface. He raised it above his head and 
hurled it at him. He ducked and the missile hurtled silently over his head. It 
came to land in the silo and disappeared into the deep black shadow inside. 


The crazed man was upon him, his large gloved hands feeling for his air 
pipe, the insane, paralyzed face behind the visor pressed up against his. 
Frenzied desperation gripped Verdeschi. His only thought was to finish off 
Sandor so that the mad giant couldn’t remove the trigger; then to get back to 
the Eagle while there was still a slim hope of survival. 

He allowed himself to fall backwards, risking damaging his Life Support 
Pack, to carry the forward force of Sandor’s charge. As he did so he brought 
his legs under Sandor’s stomach and kicked him up and over to help him 
along his way. 

Caught unawares, the big welder’s grip relaxed. He unwillingly broke 
free and went sailing, spreadeagled through the red vapours towards the silo 
maw. The force of the throw must have knocked on his radio for Verdeschi 
heard him curse with rage at his misfortune. A moment later he heard his 
screams of terror. 

He struggled to right himself so that he could see what was happening. 
He was in time to see the man sliding helplessly towards the gaping shaft, 
his clawing hands trying unsuccessfully to grip on to the loose rocks and 
dust in an attempt to halt his progress. But with another fearful volley of 
screams, he slipped over the edge and disappeared from view. 

Verdeschi climbed to his feet, sickened, and began bounding towards the 
crashed ship. Sandor was not dead, and the death screams and moans rising 
from where he lay amongst the nuclear waste — ironically now a part of the 
thing he had striven so hard to defeat — rent Verdeschi’s head-piece as he 
ran. 

Try as he might he could not turn them off. The channels were jammed. 

He activated the airlock of the Eagle Ship and climbed inside. On board, 
he ran through into the Pilot Section. He saw Maya slumped forward, 
unconscious over the controls. He hauled her body off them and activated 
them. 

The Eagle jumped into life. A roar, an explosion of rocket fire burst from 
her engines and she soared safely into the black sky of Space. 


Ten thousand miles out from the Moon, the Eagle Fleet and the silent, 
hopeful population of Moon Base Alpha waited in the last tense seconds for 


the explosion to take place — the explosion that would decide their whole 
existence. 


The sea of faces gathered in the Reception Hall bobbed and swayed. They 
were not the faces of the prisoners, but of the prison staff and the 
Huntresses. They were sickly pale, like slugs, like unhealthy suckers 
turning to him for blood he had but would not give. 

He was standing in front of the Trans Beam Station entrance. At the other 
end of the black dais Elizia was standing, gazing frozenly at him, her throne 
vacated. She pointed a weapon at him. 

‘Clever Koenig,’ she said in a high, shaky voice. ‘You were lucky that 
our planet’s slightly less powerful gravity gave you the edge over our 
runners. Clever to return here, to fight your way in with one of our whips, 
to get to the Transbeamer and reason that, once safely on Elina, you could 
contact your people the better. But you have not been too clever for us. 
Transportation is only for those who outwit the Huntresses... and you have 
not.’ 

Koenig shook his head. ‘What is more important, Elizia... I have 
outwitted you.’ 

He stepped quickly inside the Station. 

She levelled the gun to fire at him. ‘If you attempt to activate the 
Transmitter, you will be disintegrated.’ 

Instead of addressing her, Koenig turned to address the assembly of 
faces. ‘If she fires, she disintegrates the Transbeamer... none of you will 
ever be able to return home.’ 

There were general murmurings and nods of assent to that piece of logic. 

But Elizia looked frightened. She seemed determined to fire. 

The black-suited Interrogator who had been standing next to her quickly 
stepped in front of her. ‘Wait, Elizia. If there is no hope of return for the 
prisoners, we will be unable to control them.’ 

More nods and murmurings came from the Guards and Huntresses. 

“We’ll find another way,’ Elizia said coldly. She had failed to sport with 
Koenig and if she let him go now she saw the possibility that he might 
return and overthrow her for what she had done. 


‘But what about us?’ Sares asked her angrily. ‘Some of us are completing 
our tour of duty. We are waiting to go home.’ 

The Queen Huntress hesitated, sensing the trouble she was heading for. 
But she still kept her weapon trained on Koenig so that he did not, dare to 
activate the Transbeamer. 

“The alien is full of tricks...’ Crael commented. 

“Yes, Crael,’ Elizia agreed with a wicked sneer. ‘He is devious and 
treacherous.’ She turned to her Guards. ‘Drag him out of the Transbeamer.’ 

But Crael waved her down and tured to the gathering. ‘Hear me first. 
There is talk among the prisoners that the alien claimed all are dead on 
Elina.’ He turned to Koenig. ‘Is that so?’ 

‘It’s true. Everybody on Ellna is dead.’ 

A cry of outrage and anguish rose from the prison staff. ‘Elizia knows 
this and has lied to you,’ Koenig continued, eyeing the object of his words 
shrewdly. 

‘He lies!’ she screeched. ‘If all were dead on Ellna, why would he want 
to go there?’ The crowd nodded, agreeing with her. Many of them also 
looked doubtful and puzzled by the conflicting claims. 

Koenig turned challengingly to them. ‘All right, if there isn’ death on 
Ellna, then Elizia can follow and bring me back.’ 

Now the Hall was thrown in an uproar. 

Elizia instantly assumed a nonchalant, protective air. When the babble 
had died down, she shrugged. ‘We’ll let him go. He has a criminal mind. 
Ellna will send him back.’ 

Crael thrust himself aggressively in front of her, sensing victory and an 
end to her tyranny. ‘Unless he is telling the truth,’ he reminded everyone. 

‘He lies, I tell you!’ she snapped angrily. She turned to her subjects for 
support. They stared at her with stony gazes. She turned to the Interrogator, 
the only other beside herself to know of the true nature of life on Ellna. But 
the black-suited cat woman shook her head with a mixture of sorrow and 
regret — sorrow not for Elizia, but for her bad management of the Colony. 

‘Do you doubt me... and believe an alien?’ Elizia flared indignantly. ‘He 
lies, I tell you.’ 

“There is one sure way to find out,’ the Interrogator said. 

Crael nodded gleeful agreement at her. “You must prove to us that Ellna 
is what you Say it is, otherwise...’ He leant forward and whispered cruelly to 


her, ‘they will flay you alive.’ 

A noticeable shudder ran through her. She had the pallid look of a 
damned and tortured person. She managed a weak smile of self-assurance, 
but it slid grotesquely off from her death mask. 

‘And when I come back they will worship me again.’ She tried to sound 
convincing. 

‘And if you don’t come back, they will curse you as a tyrant.’ 

“Which do you desire it to be, Crael?’ 

“Whichever gives us most hope.’ 

She nodded in a daze, smiling as though mad at the suddenly hostile 
gazes. Her reign had come to a sudden end. 

Sudden wrath gripped her as she stalked proudly and impetuously to her 
doom. 

Before she reached the Transmitter it glowed brightly as Koenig 
activated it and was dematerialized, for he did not want to travel in it with 
her. 

After the glow had subsided, she herself stepped inside and followed 
him. 


Once on Ellna and away from the force-field, Koenig pulled the emergency 
homing device from his pocket and switched it on. Immediately it started to 
emit inaudible distress signals on a wave-length that any of the Eagle Ship’s 
computers were able to recognize and pick up. 

He walked away from the unpleasant piles of prisoners’ bodies, now 
beginning to rot, and sat down on the grass. He placed the homing device 
back in his pocket where it would be safe. 

Now he could only wait and hope. Hope that Alpha wasn’t dead. Wait for 
an Eagle to pick him up. 

While he waited, he passed the time by watching the proud and greedy, 
beautiful and deadly Mistress of Entra perform her last rites amongst the 
bodies of the unfortunate beings she had derived so much pleasure from. 


The massive main plume of the nuclear explosion on the Moon streaked out 
towards the Eagle Fleet. 


Greatly magnified on the Eagle Nine screen, Verdeschi watched it lick 
out towards them and miss by nine thousand eight hundred miles. 

But at least it had exploded in the right direction — and the Moon looked 
as though it was still in one piece. 

‘Mission successful?’ Maya’s weary voice sounded weakly from the seat 
where he had lain her more comfortably. Her eyes fluttered open and she 
struggled to sit up. 

He turned and grinned. It wasn’t quite a grin of happiness. ‘Maybe... we 
still don’t know...’ 

The console monitor bleeped furiously and Helena’s overjoyed face 
appeared on it. She was speaking from Eagle Three. ‘Fraser and Sahn just 
re-established contact. They’ve picked up signals from John and they’re 
going to get him. John’s alive!’ 

‘Tony?’ Yasko’s cool voice was the next to come over. It came from the 
Survey Eagle which had been positioned at the edge of the fleet, keeping a 
careful check on the Moon’s behaviour during and after the explosion. ‘Our 
instruments establish that the Moon’s new trajectory is two point six zero 
degrees off its original course — travelling away from the star. It will miss 
the red planet by a mere fifty thousand miles and if we are lucky its speed 
and size will take it clear of any gravitational effects.’ 

‘And if we’re unlucky we’ll be stuck revolving round a vaporous, 
uninteresting mass of gas and ammonia for the rest of our duration,’ Maya 
retorted. ‘No better than Psychon was, if you ask me!’ 

The radio channels between the ships began to buzz with conversation 
and laughter — the well-deserved release of pent-up tension and acute 
anxiety. 

Soon, Maya and Verdeschi were unable to hear themselves think and they 
turned off their communicators altogether. Their arms around each other, in 
silent, thoughtless love, they watched the awesome image on the section 
screen of the rust-coloured planet and the dark, almost blackened mass of 
their Moon pass each other by. 


